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MAGNET: 


DON’T LEAVE IT TO OTHERS 


Here your Editor is pleased to answer quest 
Write to him: Editor of the ‘ Magnet, 
1Ad., Fleetwoay House, Farringdon Street, E.C4. A stamped and addressed envelope 


interest. 


‘will ensure & reply. 


‘LL get busy, first, with some of the 
questions which’ I had to leave 
unanswered last wook ! The first 
‘ono comes from W. B. B. Southwell, 

‘of Queen's Road, 8.8.23, ang deale with 

A VERY DEEP SUBJECT. 

W. B. B. wants to know what is the 
greatest dopth to which a diver has ever 
been ‘This is 800 foot, which iv ae far 
au a diver;can desvond. He can only 
remain at such @ depth for about twenty 
minutes, and when coming to tho surface 

in he must break his journey occasion. 

‘as the prousure of water lessens, It 

im fully an hour and a half 

n from that. dopth. 


ig 275 foot, 
nent down to the wreck of the American 


‘Thie was when divers were 


submoriny F 
Honolulu. 
Native sponge ox poast divers, without 
diving multe, can dive as deep as thirty 
feet, ‘bot they can only remain under 
water for about two minutes. 
ext please { 
Hero ls n letter from V, Robinson, of 
Wimbledon. He wants to’ know: 
SOMETHING ABOUT THE Ri00, 
Sho ia 709 feot in Jongth, and is fitted 
with six enginea.of 4,200 hore po 
Her capacity id five million cubio fect, 


4, which was ounk off 


‘ond hor lift’ igy152_ gross tons. She 
auch “more fal airshi 
German “Zeppelin. Her 


thip,” the B 101 was launched on October 
‘ith, 1029, and has carried out trial sights. 
‘Tho same reader asks mo whether 
hydrogen ia lighter than heliura, | Y 
hydrogen and: helium, are the lighteat an 
second lightost gacos known. ‘The density 
of 06847 and the density of 
. Helium is obtained 
folds and mineral 
springs, and it will interoet V. R. to know 
that there is @ spring at Both which 


‘contains helium. 
BE ees 
to eay that I cannot always 
answer those questions, as a groat deal 
depends on the condition of the coin, and 
‘even the slightest of differences on a coin 
alter the value. Coins ean only be valued 
if they are seen by an expert, which is 
‘why I invariably tell readers to seek the 
sdvice of someone st their local museum. 
This woek Walter Dyson, of Hull, 
describes a coin to me which 
SOUNDS LIKE A GUINEA, 
but I should not like to say that it is, 
‘However, Walter, if the coin is made of gold 
I should sy it is a George III guinea, but 
‘ia not mado of gold. then I am airaid 
it is valucloss, and is only what is called 5 
"card counter.” Theso aro used to 
represent money in card games, and are 


Now’s the 
Time! 


‘VERY now and again 4 got queries 
from readers concerning the value 


in process of water. 


Send along your Joke on your Greyiriors Limericl or 
leather pocket lets ‘Sheffiela 
‘| Magnet,” 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4 (Comp. 


replicas of old-fashioned guineas. Th 
frp also used for doing conjuring tricks, 
fand_ean bo purchased for « few pence 


dozen. 
‘Thanks for your good wishes and for’ 
sonding along tho i ‘Unfortunately, 
oné of the jokes had already been sent in, 
by another reader. Still, don't be down-| 
T've got plenty more prizes 


hearted. 
waiting t 


Tolking about 


Frank Holmes, of sora, 


jokes, here's a 
ford, 


33, High Street, 


North Devon, bas been awarded @ pen- 
knife for it. 


On ; 
the number in the jury box! ”” 


R. S. of Tilbury bas bean having 
AN ARGUMENT WITH A CHUM, 
the question at iamae. being, whether the 
marking ‘8 secret 
genet Lamsorg tg ih 8. that bo 
188 lost the argumer process 
which weteranaris exe mado ontver: 
Gver when’ the. Paper pelp le promnd, 
over wi ‘Paper i ¥ 
‘This makes the paper, thinner where the 
device is, and when tho paper is dried, 
the watermark is seen,» In machino-made 
‘paper a roller ja prossod over the wet paper 
nulp, which gives a loss distinct watermark. 
jaturally, tho watermarks in paper money 
‘axe mado by elaborate devioos, thus 
rendering the forging of the watermark © 
decidedly difficult. matter. 
‘Tmost thank a readar who signs himself 
4 HOPEFUL, CANDID CRITIC, 
for his letter. By this" time he will see 
that we are publishing a series of stories 
‘of the type for which he acks. 


8, Wilson, of Fulham, who asks 

whet is the tallest building in 
England? ‘This distinction  be- 

longa to Salisbury Cathetiral, the spire 
of which is 404 feet in height. He also 
‘ecks me why some ‘cover up their 
mirror when there is & rm. This 
ig because some: people believe that a 
mirror attrectelightning. Needless tosay, 
there is no truth in thia old superstition: 
‘One of 23 roadors, Miss L. R. 
Hopps, of ‘seks me how 
‘many ‘wives William ‘the Silent bad. 
Only two, both of whom were called Anna 
Anna van Boren, and Anne of Saxony, | 
Whom he married after his first wife’sdeath. « 


Te next two questions como from 


‘steel penknives. 


tions and discuss to omorat 
ss the amatfamatea Press, 


WIN A WALLET OR A PENKNIFE FOR YOURSELF! 


‘The last letter I con deal 
ith tig week” comes, from 
“A Regular Magnetite,” who 
asks for information 


CONCERNING THE 
MERCHANT SERVICE. 


‘hia yeedor. io eighteen yoara 
prs Go er ars 
Se eeotie i tree 
Bact se bethor toto Ses 


rvice is what @ 
‘There is plenty of 
Ours are 


although, on Tong 


What my chum must do ii to write to 
various shipping companies, and, asl ‘if 


they have any ‘Vacancies for apprentices. 
‘They will then send bim full particulars 
concerning, the terms under which ap. 
rentices are taken on their ships, Ho can 
Ret the companies’ addresses, from any 
shipping paper, notably the “ Liverpool 


Journal of Commerce.” 


TB., 
fete 0 Maa 


Fisher Tarleton Fish of Greyfriars, 
Is sure ono of the world’s bixgest trlers, 
tn matory of cash 
o's not very ras! 
Though he’s offen been sold by his 
buyers 1 


Now lot us delve into the Black Book 
‘what there is in store for next 


Frank Richards ia weil to the fore with 
top-noteh holiday yarn, 


‘entitled : 
“THE TERROR OF THE TONG!" 
I won't spoil your enjoyment by tellin 

you Yoo mitch about it, but when T tal 

Jou ‘that it features ‘all the popular 

characters at Greyfrinra, you'll know that 

it i gure to bo a real “ corker.”? 
‘The Flying Spy” will continue to 
a lot of thritle—just the kind of 
thrills that old Maaynr readers themaelves 
experienced in those deys of the Great 

‘War, which now sccm so far away. 

And when you've been thrilled sufi- 
ciently, you can turn to the centre 

‘and enjoy another topping issue’ t 

“ Groyfriars Herald.” 


3. 
3 
‘g 


In addition to enother snappy poeth by 
Hiro, have drranged for'a Bove fll 
imorichs, T have’ for a novel ful 
‘footer " feature wader the heading 
bf Half-Timo Gossip,” which should 
prove of real interest to all fans of the 
great: Winter game. 
Don't mis this bumper programme, 
chums, whatever you do. 
YOUR EDITOR. 


both—and win our useful prices of 


to 


AR efforts to be sent eo 


HARRY WHARTON & CO. IN 


THE FIRST CHAPTER. 


All Hands 1 
” 


“Buck up, Bunter !” 
"Wooook 


‘Oo 
“Feeling bad?” 


“ Ooooh-er !” 
Bob Chorey chuckled and burst into 
song. 


3 


“Mister Captain, atop the ship, 
7 want to get out and walk, 
O why did I eat the sausage-rott? 
O why did I touch the pork?” 


“Fa, ho, hal” 

“T say, you fellows, shut up!” moaned 

Billy Bunter, “I'm ‘dying! Ow! “You 
let @ fellow die quietly! Ow!” 

ro had been a sudden squail on the 


‘Meditorrancan. ‘ilver Star 
had ploughed ly 
through the squall. ‘The 


sunny’ sky was overo 
rain camo down in torrents; 
tho sea, which had looked like 


DEADLY PERIL! 


- . == 
| FRANK RICHARDS’ 
| LATEST AND GREATEST 


THRILLER. 


“Oo-er!” moaned Bunter, 
“The sca’s going down already,” sai 
Bob, Cherry, “Cheer up, old fat ma 
‘You'll be all right at grub timo—and 


think what @ lot of room you'll have 
for itt” 
“Wooo-er! Ooooh!” 


Bunter groaned, 

“Like ‘something to cat?” 
Johnny Bull. 

Bunter shuddered. 

“T'l ask the steward to get you some 
fat pork if you like—” 

“Grooogh! Beast! Ooooh!” 

“Tyo heard of a cure for, seasick. 
ness,” said Frank Nugent, “A bit of 
fat, bacon——” 

* Wooooh !”” 

“Tied on a string and lowered gently 
Hown the gullet —" 

“Gerrrooogh 

‘The groanfuloess of the esteemed 


asked 


Ferrers Locke, the famous detective, has often 4 
been near to death, but never so near as when 
he undertakes the task of running to earth Tang “Beast 


I shan’t live to. seo 
1-1 say, you fellows, don’t leave 
Woooh! ‘I say, help me on deck if 
you'ro going! Ohl’ Ooh!” 

“You fat, duffor!™ said Harry Whar. 
ton, “You'd be all right if you hadn't 
scoffed so much Innch, 

“Beast! Owl, I ato hardly anything! 
Ow! Only « chicken—ow—and a fow 
helpings of pudding—wooob ! you 
help me on deck, you beasts? I think 
you might help a follow, after all I've 
‘dono for you.” 

“Oh, lend a hand, you mon” said 
Bob. “We'll heave him up somchow ! 
2 strong pull, and « pull 


ive pairs of hands wore laid on 
William George Bunter, Even for fivo 
pairs of hands it was no light task to 
shift the fat junior. Bunter made no 
fort to help himself. But ho was got 
off the sottec with @ combined heavo, 
and landed on his fect. He had to bo 
held upright, or he would have col- 
Tapeed on the’loor. 
“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob Chorry. 
We really want a stoain 
Fick tor this job,” 
Ow! “Hold nie! 
“Hold on, fathea 


sock eben” ie Wang, most powerful of Chinese mandarins— 2, fume» fat orn 
tossed into foam by assisted by the Chums of Greyfriars. another fat arm round Whar: 
wind. ton’s neck. ‘They staggered 
Forrers Locke had told Harry Wharton Bunter js terrific,” remarked Hurreo under the dead weight that was thrown 
& Co. to remain below, and they had Jamset Ram Singh. upon them. But Nugent and Johnny 


sathor reluctantly obeyed, ‘They were 
good sailors, and not much affected by 
Be rolling and pitching of the Silver 
tar. 

But, the case was different with Billy 
Buntét. 

Bunter lay stretched on a settee in 
the saloon, his eyes hollow behind his 
spectacles,” his complexion a ghastly 
white with a tincture of green. 

Tt had been petety iim at lunch- 
time, and Bunter had n full of con- 
fidence, and, naturally, full of lunch. 
he saball bad como, oa suddenly, and 
Bunter had lost bis lunch. He felt as 
if ho were I his life also. Ho lay 
‘on, his back and moaned. 

“Buck up, old bean!” said Harry 
Wharton consolingly, 


“Oh dear! Ooooeh!” 

“Bat. ole Buntee velly sickee.” re- 
marked Won Lung. “Fat ole Buntee 
eatce too muchee. 

‘Wooooocoh ” moaned Bunter. 

Well, the squall’s over,” said Bob 
Cherey.’ “Lot's get on deck.” 

“T say, you fellows, don't icave me!” 
groaned ‘Bunter. “Dd-don't leave mo 
fo,die alone! Ow!” 

‘Come (up with us!" said Bob 
cheerilg. “The fresh air will pull you 
round. 

“I “can't move!” moaned Bunter. 
“I'm dying! It’s all you fellows’ 
What did rou want to start for China 
for? Ow! Blow China! Wow! I 
wish T hada’t come! Ooooh !” 

“Well, you'ze getting off at Malta—” 


Bull and Hurree Jamsct, Ram Sii 
lent their support, and little Wun Lung 
gave a shove Bunter was propelled 
fowards the saloon stairs. 

‘The squall had ended almost as sud- 
denly as it had started; the sun blazed 
gut through a rift iu the heavy clouds. 
But the sca was elill ronning high, and 
the Silver Star pitched « good cal 
sho ploughed through the frothing 
waves. ‘The stairs were at a different 
angie every few moment 
‘Got hold of th 


Two 


against the handrail, 
acer Lrsnany,—No, 1,179. 


itoggering 
‘Tae h 
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‘or threo hands caught it and held. 
But Bunter preferred to keep his hold 
oy Wharton and Bob. His fat arme 
clinched round their necks like the ten- 
tacks of an, climes. Balt Cherry 
gurgled, and Harry Wharton gasped. 
Ow? Ease off, you fathoad !” 

You're chok-chok-choking m 
“InI say, you fellows! Hold mot 
Ded-don’t lek me fall! Ow! I believe 
you want me to fall, you beasts! 
Varooooogh !” 

“Oh crumbs 
‘Shove avvay, you men!” 
“Put your beef into it” 

“Oh, my hat!” 

With the yacht -pitching, the stairs 
swaying about, and Bunter’s terriic 
weight hanging on them, the Femous 
Five found their ascent to the desk far 
from easy. ‘They struggled on, heaving 
Bunter up step by step. Bob, on the 
Point of suffocation, tore _‘Bunter's 
clasping arm from his heck and jammed 
tng fat hand on the brass rails 

“There, you fat dummy !” he gasp 
“Hold on to that!” 

“Ow! Beast! Oh dear!” 

Bunter clutched the rail and held on. 
‘The Famous Five gavo another heave, 
and he went up another step. 

‘Then the Silver Star gave another 
heavy pitch and there was how! from 
Buntor as ho released his hold on the 
handrail. 

“Ow! Help!” 

“Oh crumbs! Hold on!” 

“Oh scissors!” 

Bunter flow! But ho did not fly 
alone! Ho clutched at tho juniors 
wildly to save himself. Ho got  vico- 

re grip on Bob Cherry's shock of hait 
and held on for his 


life. Down the 
stops went Bunter, and after him went 
Bob, held tenaclovaly by tho hab. 
“Ow! save me! Yarooogh !" 


‘sWWhonoop 1” roared Bob. 
ump! bump! bumy 
“Oh Owl Oh! Whoop!” 

Buntor and Bob landed togethor, at 
tho bottom of the stair. ‘The othor 
follows clung wildly to tho rail and to 
ong another. 


'm killed!” yelled Bunter. 


“Holp! Y've broken my neck! | Yooopi 
T aay, you, fellows—yaroooogh 

‘Leggo! shrieked Bob, frantically. 
“You're pulling my bair out by the 
regtsyor—ow—ow! Leggo!” 

“Oh dear! Ow! Help!" gasped 
Bunter. “Wharrer you punching me 
for, you beast? Ow! Wow! Stoppit! 
‘Yoocop! Help !” 


Bob Cherry tore himself loose, Ho 
rubbed ‘his head with one hand and 


Drandished tho other, clenched, at 
Bunter's fat faco. 
“You fat maniac!” ho bawled. 


soy really, Cherry ow y 
“Pye a jo mind—” 
“Owl “Beast! 


Help mo up! Lend 


mio a hand! O 

“Go and eat coke!” 

Bob Cherry scrambled up tho stairs, 
He secambled on decke with the rest of 
tho Co. ‘They had had enough of help- 
ing Bunter. 

Bunter sat up and roared, 

Ow! Tsay, you fellows! 
Th dying! Ow!” 

‘And tho chums of tho Greyfriars 
Remove, leaving him to die, went on 
‘deck. 


Help! 


‘THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
‘The Wrecked Felucea ! 
or HAY-HO, sho bumps!” mur- 
SUY seal See” 2 
slid on a slanting ‘deck, 
wrought uy sainst the rail, 
and held on. r neers ae 
‘Tue Macxer Linnary.—No. 1,179. 


in 
bad 
But 
llows 


A red sunset fared through riffs 
‘The 


the shadow: 
coased and 


‘clouds. rain 


ise 


rboard, 
and Malte’s dead ahead. 


‘The juniors looked in tho same 
direction, wondering whether the hills of 
Malta wero in sight. Malta, however, 
was still @ good way ahead, and Locke 
did not expect to enter the harbour of 
La, Valetto till the morning. 

“1 can make out something,” said 
Bob, staring hard. “Looks like o 
Jog—no, a boat: I fancy it's a boat.” 

“Fishing-boat, perhaps blown out to 
sea in the “squall,” eaid Harry, 
“They're lucky not to have gono 

lown. 

Buwve7® heading for it” said Johnny 
ull, 

‘Tho juniors looked inguiringly at 
Ferrers Locke as tho Baker Street 
detective lowered the glasses. He spoke 
to Mr. Green, the mate of the Silver 
Star, and then his oyes turned on the 


He gavo them a nod and @ smile, 

“Feeling none the worse for tho 
blow?” he asked, 

“Not a scrap,” said Bob. “Bunter’s 
soasick, of course. Ho took on too 
much cargo at lunch. But we'ro a! 
right as, rain. Is that © wreck you 


wero looking at, si 
“A boat in distress,” answered Locke. 


“Yes, rather, 
they've had trouble in th 

Locke nodded. 

“Te is a Maltese felucca,” he said. 
“The masts aro gone; and,T can seo 
only one man on board. ‘They must 
have, been caught in tho squall. Wo 
‘are bound to render help; though I 
‘am loath to lose time. We cannot leave 
the poor fellow to his fato.”” 

“Of course not,” said Harry. 


‘nearer, they 


It was little moro than a hulk, rolling 
helplessly in the trough of tho sea. 

What sort of a rig it had been the 
juniors could not havo told, for the 
masts were gone; and what remained of 
the spars and 


rigging lay in a tangle 
or sprawled over tho 
But Ferrers Locke bad 
& felucea, 
hardly a rag remained of the big lateen 
sails it had carried 

‘Only one man was to be seen on the 
deck. | He was clinging to the stump of 
‘a mast, and waving a rag of sailcloth 
glmgst frantically in the air as s signal 
for help. 

His face was dark, the exes intensely 
black, and a red handkerchief was tied 
round his head in place of a hat. ‘The 


THE MAGNET 


juniors could seo that he was 2 Maltese 
or an Italian. 

From the movements of his lips, it 
could be seen that ho was shouting; 
though as yet his voice did not reach 
the yacht, oF was drowned by tho throb- 
bing of the engines. 

Ferrers Locke's lips wero a little com- 
pressed as the Silver Star bore down on 
the dismantled felucea. 

‘Tho Greyfriars party wore still en. tho 
frst lap of the long journey to China; 
‘and Locke was anxious to lose no time, 

Fer away in the Flowery Land, Mr. 
Wun Chung Lung was expecting his 
son, Won Lung of the Greyfriars 
Remove—knowing that his steps wore 
‘dogged by deadly enemies on his home- 
ward journey. 

‘And Ferrers Locke knew, oven more 
clearly than did the merchant in far off 
Canton, how pressing was the peril. 

the journey across Franco’ tho 
Greyfriars party had been dogged by 
the spies of the Mandarin ‘Tang Wang, 
and in the harbour at Marseilles an 
attempt on Wun Eung’s life had only 
been bailed by the prompt watchfulness 
of the Baker Street detective. 

That other foes were watching and 
vraiting to carry out the orders of tho 
“tong,” of which Tang Wang was chief, 
Locke’ had no doubt, And he did not 
Mant to lose even un hour if he could 

i 


first duty, at sea, 

Ip en in distress; an 
Locke, of course, did not even think ot 
Passing the wrecked felucca unheeded. 

Closer and closer the yacht drew to 
tho dismantled wreck. it was danger- 
ous to approach near in tho tossing sea, 
and a boat could hardly havo lived in 
the aving, foaming waters, lately 
ieee to fury by tho violence of the 
squall. 

Tho voico of the man on tho wreck 
could be heard now, shouting ina 
Tanguago the juniors’ did not under- 
stand. But Ferrera Locko shouted back 


signal, L 

coil of rope in his hand, 

the rolling, pitching felucc 

Half-epeed, Greon,” he called out. 
sit.” 


signalled to tho engino- 


houted again to the Maltese, 
inned seaman made a sign 
‘understood. a 

it to him in 


pitching 

Bob Cherry, “Do they 
‘speak Itelian in Malta, you ment” 

‘Ttalian’s the official lenguago there” 
said Harry, “But I baliere the people 
speak a Malteco dialect. Blessed if 
Tknow which Locke is speaking i 

“Wo don’t get either at Greyfriura,” 
grinned Bob. “But como to think of 
it, Italian would be rather more useful 
to chap than Latin. We may run 
across a lot of Italians; but we're not at 
all likely to meot Julius Caesar os Cicero 
or jolly old Brutus. I think, Tl men- 
tion that to Quelch next term.” 

“Look!” 

“Bravo!” 

As the yacht glided by the wreck, 
Ferrers Locke tossed the rope, and it 
uncoited ‘and dropped fairly’ on the 
man on the feluces. 

_ He grasped it instantly, and plunged 
into the sea. 

“"That sportsman’s got some nerve!” 
said Bob, ‘Ho was right on the giddy 
wieket.. Lend a hand, you men.” 

‘Tho juniors rushed to lend aid with 
the rope, In a few moments the drip- 
ping, panting man was dragged on 
board the yacht, 


his eyes on 


EVERY SATURDAY 


Fo dropped on the deck ins pool of 
ques, gusping and epluttering, “But 
fect, in a moment or two. 

9 plain that he had been through a 
experience; but he was hardy 
and sinewy, and did not seem exhausted, 
He bowed ‘gracefu'ly to Ferrers Locke, 
his Keon. black eyes roving over the 
unjors;, resting for second ‘on. the 
ellow skin and slanting eyes of little 


tanto, signore!” he said. 
“Ab, grazie, grazie.” 
Nou do not speak English?” asked 


ute ‘Maltese shook his head. 
fo, signore! Parlo Italiano.” 


‘As the pact soeast Romig) the Lar 
ie stump of a mas 

franleiy” waved. a rag. of, sas 

cloth as a signal for help ! 


“Anche io,” said Locke, with @ smile, 
and ho continued ‘to speak in thai 
Janguago, tho juniors listening and 
wondering what it might mean. There 
was no doubt that Italien was a more 


in, outside the 
Form-room at Greyfriars. 

After a few minutes” talk Locke 
called the steward, and the man was 
handed over to him for care. He fol- 
lowed Rawson; and as he wont his 
black eyes lingered again for 
moment on tho faco ‘of the little 
Chines. 


‘useful language than 


THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
‘The Maltese ! 
SAY, you fellows !” 
“Fallo, hallo, hallo! 
ing life, "old bean?" 


Enjoy- 


‘I 


Billy Bunter had crawled on deck. 


‘The fat junior was feeling better now; 
ethers tho loss of his Junch had done 

ato! And the fresh sea wind 
help to revive him. 

‘He arrived in time to sce the Maltese 
taken away by the steward. Bunter 
blinked after him as he went. 

“I say, you fellows, who’s that?” he 
asked. 
“Ask me another, 


answered Bob, 


“How did he get on the yacht?” 
asked Bunter, puzzled, “We haven't 
sped anywhere.” 


sto) 
Bis’ poled to. the wreck of the 
felucoa, sinking out of sight in the 
wild waters. astern. 
“Oh!” said Bunter. “A wreck!" 


“We helped to pull him aboard,” said 
Bob. Malteso sailor ot her- 


“Oh, really, Cherry— 
“Who is he, Mr, Locke?” asked Bob. 
“Wo heard what you wore saying to 
him, of course; but Queleby forgot to 
teach us any Talian at G: 
understood just one word—grazie means 


his name is me ‘Sasco—an talian 
name—” 


I fatuously. 
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“Giuseppe Sasso,” said Bob, “They 
haye pretty nemes in Itslian.” 

“It would sound rather less musical 
in English—Joseph Stone!” said Lock 
with a laugh. “However, his namo 
Giuseppe Sasso; and ho was captain, or 
rather patrono, of that feluces, which 
‘was sailing from Malis to Sicily when 
she was caught in the squall and dis- 
masted. He had a crow of four, who 
were all lost. ‘The wreok would not 
have floated much longer, I think; and 
it was fortunate for Sasso that we 
sighted him and picked him up. As ho 
belongs to Malta we shall be able to 
land him whero ho belongs; 43 wo stop 
at Malta to-morrow to land Bunter.” 

“Oh, really, Mr. Locke——" 
piGhut up, Bunter" grunted Johnny 

“Beast 1" 

“F'n jolly glad we picked him up," 
said Harry Wharton. 

Syke gladtulness 


Locke.” Bunter blinked 


“T say, Mr, 
“T say, 


at the Baker Street detective, 
I’ve been thinking—" 

“indeed! I should not havo guessed 
that!” said Locke, gravel 

“Oh, really, you know ! 
take my advico—” i 

“Good advice from a, really wise 
head is always welcome,” said Locke, 
with the same gravity. 

Sarcasm, was a sheer 
William George Bunter. : 

“Well, the fact is, 1 know a thing 

two, you know.” said Bunter 

“These fellows generally 

rels_on me to get them ot of scrapes 
at Greyfriars; most of the fellows in the 


say, if you'll 


waste on 


or 


Remove coma to me for advice. Don't 
they, you chaps?” 
“'Not that I know o} vered Bob. 


‘Tue Msoser Lunany.—No. 1,179. 
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‘Oh, really, Cherry! Weil, the fact 
is, Mr, Locke,” said Bunter, “that 
advise you not to stop at Malta! 

“Indeed!” 

“Suppose those Chincse beasts who 
watehed us in rence may have tele- 
papled to some other beasts in 

[alta ?” suggested Bunter. “‘Ihey may 
have a trap all waiting for you there, 
you see. You hadn't thought of that, 
‘of course. I’m the fellow to think of 


things.” 
“You frabjous ass—” began 
Nugent, sa 
“Shut up, Nugent, when I'm giving 
Mr. Locke advice,” chided Bunter. 


* You seo the point,’ Mr. Locke?” 
“Quito” . 
“As for mo,” added Bunter, “I'm 
ito willing to keep on with the party. 

You needa’ trouble about, stopping at 

‘Malta on my account, It’s really not 

necessary at all.” 

“Ts that all?” asked Locke, 
“Yea; but, of course, I'd always be 
glad to give ‘you advice at any time, if 
jou find yourself in difficulties. | ‘Two 
fends aro better than one, you know. 
“T hardly think 10, if’ one of 
"You came on the 


two is yours, Bunter. 


without permission, and I am 
jou at the first possiblo place, 
which, is Malta, So please say 0 


more.’ 2 . 

“Ho, can't holp it,” said Bob, with « 
sigh, “He's wound up.” 

“Beast! Well, if you land mo at 
Malta, Mr. Locke, you'll only, have 

jourself to thank for tho result,” said 

unter, "Those Chineso beasts are 
‘after Wun Lung, and I've been his 
guardian angel so far.” 

s said Won Lung. 
rateful little beast of 
fs hoathen,” said Bunters “but I'm will- 
1g to aco him through, ‘They'll get 
sooner or later, if I'm not 


uma 
“Ho's am uny 


protect him. J 
walk, away while a fellow’s talking to 


‘you. 
1d to hi 


juniors. 

“You silly ase” 

“I say, you fellows, ho seems set on 
putting me ashore, for some reason,’ 
faid Bunter, “What about getting up 
a round robin?” 


“You all sign your names to it, you 
know, begging Locke to keep me with 
tho party for your sakes, You point 
out that you won’t feel safe, going to 
China, without mo to protect you. 
Locke's hound to take notice of that. 
What do you think?” 

“fa, ha, hel” . 

““Bleigod if I sce anything to enckle 
at. I know I’m jolly well not, going 
fo be sent tack!” growled Bunter. 
“Why, the now term will be boginning 
at Greyfriars soon. Do you think I'm 


going to grind Latin in the Form-room 
with Quelch, while you fellows are 
baying’ a good timo in China? No 
jolly fear. I’m sticking to you.” 


‘Tho juniors chuckled. 
‘You'll como unstuck at Malte,” said 


Bob. 

“Yah? 

Billy Bonter rolled away with a dis- 
contented grunt. Having landed him- 
self on the Sliver Star, Bunter had 
taken it for granted that he was booked 
for tho voyage to China, Landing him 
at Malta, to be sent back to England, 
was not’ at all Bonter’s ideo of the 


Pigper programme. Ho was quite teter- 
aer Lisaany.—No. 1,179. 


Tsay, Mr. Locke, don't {) 


mined not to be sent beck from Malta, 
if be could help it. ‘The question was, 
how could he help it; and now that his 
internal troubles were at rest Bunter 
gave all his fat thoughts to the solution 
of that problem. 

He had not found a solution, how- 
ever, by the time « still more important 
matter cropped up to engage his 
attention, ‘That was dinner. 

Lessons were lost on Bunter, Regard. 
less of the disaster that had followed 
Junch, the Owl of. the Remove, spread 
himself at dinner in the saloon in his 
usual way. ‘The fare on board the 
Silver Star was good and ample; and 
Bunter had plenty of room for it, As 
usual, ho started early and finished late, 
and the speed with which he packed 
away tho good things was amazing. 

Go easy, old bean,” said Bob 
Cherry, good-naturedly. “You'll havo 
‘nother yoleamic eruption, if you're not 
careful.” 

‘Bunter sniffed 
to that kind warning. He was not sick 
at the present moment, and Bunter 

ever, met troubles half-way. He con- 
imued to pack away the foodstuffs. 
The extent and variety of the comest- 
ibles Bunter transferred to his capacious 
inside might havo made any other fellow 
feel ill, even on dry lend, But Bunter— 
for tho moment, at least—was  fecl. 
ing quite ail right, and be packed 


away at @ great rate. If ho was going 
ashore st Malta in the morning, this 
would bo his last square meal on the 


yacht 
Fees 
vo stores away. wt 

Packed inside, “°F 

Ferrers Locke went back to the deck 
after a. very brief meal, leaving the 
juniors to finish at their leisure. Green, 
the mate, came down; but ho did not 
stay Toog, going back fo the deck. The 
ludky evening wes deepening into -& 
lace night, and tho ten, was still. rune 


d Bunter had evidently mado 


ning very high. And the yacht was in Wi 


tho Strait of Pantellaria now, tho ee 
lane between Sicily and Affiea, with 
Malta ahead to the south. Skipper and 
mate both rem: on deck as 
darkness deepened. 

Billy Bunter rolled away to bis stato- 
room after feeding. He required a little 
rest after his exortions. 

A little Jeter, strango and weird 
sounds were heard proceeding from that 
state-room. 


said Won 


e pigfulness of the esteemed fat 
Bunter is terrific,” remarked Hurreo 
Jamiset Ram Singh. 

Some of the juniors went on deck. 
Hurreo Singh and Wun Lung sat down 
in the saloon to play chess. Liko most 
Chinamen, Wun Lung, was 0 chess. 

lager, and even tho Nabob of Bhanipur 

und ‘him @ very tough opponent. Bob 
Cherry stayed to look on at the game, 
occasionally tendering advice to either 
player—advice which neither of ‘them 
‘acted upon Bob was great at cricket, 
find immense at football, but at chess 
either of the two Orientals could have 
Played his ead off, | But, with true 

rental politeness, the nabcb an 
Lung smiled sweetly when Bob weighed 
in with counsel, 

Thero was a footstep in the saloon; 
but the juniors did not glanco up, sup- 

jing that it was the steward. But 

suddenly caught the reflection of a 
dark face and black eyes in s mirror, 
and turned his head, to see the Malteso 
sailor. 

“Hallo, hello, hallo!” he ejaculated. 


“Want anything, old bean? 


1d paid no other heed 
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Giuseppe Sasso was standing near the 


door, bis eyés on the chess-players—on 
‘one of them, at least. The expression 
in his black 


se startled Bob ¢ little, 
though he hardly knew why. 

‘But tho Maltese, as Bob's surprised 
glance fixed on him, bowed and smiled, 
and spoke in voluble Italian. 

Bob shook his head to icate that 

The man 


he ‘did not understand. 
‘seemed, by his tone and gestures, to bo 
apologising for, his intrusion, and be 
went back quickly up tho calgon staira 
and disappeared, 

Bob stared after him. Something 
about the Malteso bad given him a 
slight feeling of uneasiness, He heard 
the voice of Rewson, the steward, a 
moment later, evidently addressing the 
Maltese, 

“Look *ere, you hook it! This ain't 
tho part of the ship for you! What are 
you rooting about "ero for?” 

Rawson came into the saloon, 
ranting. 

“What did bo want, Rawson?” asked 


Bol 
“Dunno—looking for something to 


pinch, very likely,” answered» the 
Seward. 

“Oh, ‘my hat!” 

“I don’t like his looks, and I'll lay, 
he's got a sticker about him some. 
whore,”” aid Rawson. "I know. hi 
fort!’ Too many of "em about in these 
waters! Anyhow, he’s Ft; n0 business 
down here, and I’ve told him off.” 

“Just looking round #l 


hip, 
haps," eaid Bob. "dare say’ he's 
never been on a yacht before.” 

“Vil bet he basn’t, and that 
today was the first ‘wash he'd 
a doy age,” said the steward. 
“They've, given, him a berth with tho 
crew, and ‘lot him stay there. Some- 
hing’ll be missing, with a blessed Gago 
nosing about among the cabins!” 

Bob smiled, and gave his attention to 
the chess again. But Hurree Singh and 
‘un Lung were deep in an intricate 
end-game now, which was much too 

‘Bob; ‘so he yawned, and went 
Sp fo join his friends on deck, 


THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
In the Night 1 
“, H dear!” moaned Billy Bunter, 
The fat Owl of the Remove 
Jay in bis bunk, staring up, 
with unsleeping ‘eyes, ab the 

ceiling above. 

Tt was past midnight, and in the 
other rooms the chums of the Remove 
were fast asleep. 

But there was no sleep for Bunter.. 

On waters that were still heaving 
from the squall, the Silver Star pitched 
a3 sho ploughed on her way undor tho 


Bunter was in a painful state of 
qmptings, "But ho was not thinking of 
food. Tho thought of food mado him 
shudder. 

‘Tho most delicious viands would not 
have appealed to him, as be lay sleepless 
and sick in his bunk 

His enormous dinner had been a sheer 
waste, as it bad turned out. Bunter 
was not mourning its loss, however. Ho 
was feeling ill and horrid. He wished 
from the bottom of his fat heart that 
hie was safe on dry land. There was a 
Tack. of reposo about’ the soa that 
worried him. He would have given 
almost anything for_s few minutes 
perfect ctillness. But the Mediter- 
ranean, regardless of Bunter, continued 
te heave, and Bunter heaved’ in unison. 

“Oh doar! Beasts!” moaned Bunter, 
“Fast asleep, the lot of them, I'll bet 
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Lot they caro about me, alter all I've | 


done for “em!” 

Bunter had not even undressed. Ho 
had plusoped down in his bunk, just as 
he was, end hardly stirred since, ‘except 
when the mal-demer gripped him and 
io had to. 

Tt was seldom that sleep rofused to 
gomo to Bunter; but, now he wooed 
Morpheus in vain. ‘The drowsy god 
refused to seal his fat eyelids, 

With ‘the selfishness to which Buster 
as sadly accustomed, tho other, Sliews 

jad turned in and gone peacefully to 
sleep. As it was pasb midnight, tbat was 
not an unreason@ble proceeding on their 
part, Bat Bunter bad a deep sense of 
anjurys 

‘At Teast one of the beasts, he con~ 
sidered, might have sat up in his room, 
tpi lislened to, his moaniog snd gro 
Bling through the long watches of tho 


hope q ia 
tre area aioe reach the be 
nig! 
Me « it as he heard a sound 
en, oe 
= 
thoy eer 
juntor screwed up his fat face into an 
sxprention of ‘heaftrending. auffering, to 
ring the heart of thet beast, whaeh- 


ever Deadt is it er 
Peg tary ear Tnehey apd’ ar of 
di roe fell in the | alleywa: 
Slbou where the elocteie Lghs burned 
sipitter lying ia, bia beak, blioted at 

inter; lying in a 
the opening, wondering why the beast 
did not open ‘the door farther. 

"Tho epening was blocked by the Sgure 
‘of the one who had slid the door, 
tad ‘Bunter iat heart gavg « tudden 

jump @s he realised that it was not, 
After all, ono of the joniors. 

He had a glimpro of a dark faco 
wider a twisted red bandkerehieé. It 
wos tho Maltese sailor who was Deeriog 
into his room! 


of tha atate-rocm 


Bunter suppressed a squesk of alarm. 


di 
turbing and alarming. Billy Bunter 
fwas fot of, the satu of which 
heroes are made. Any of tho 


‘Famous Five would bave started up 
and asked the man what he wanted. 
Bunter shut his eyes tight and pre- 
fended, to bo asleep. If the, man was 
{hero to eal—and ho could ‘scarcely 
ayo_an honest purposo in creeping 
‘among tho cabins in the middle of the 
night—Bunter hed no desire whatever 
to tackle him. Besides, there was 
Tothing in the cabin that belonged to 
Banter, except tho clothes ho. woro, 
yrhich tho most enterprising, thst could 
hardly havo ‘been alter. 

his eyes ond affected slumber, though 
‘his fat heart was pounding so fast that 
ho was alraid’the intruder would hear 


"rrero wos the faintest of sounds as 
the door Sore again. 
ter opened his eyes. 

Ho was in darkness once more. ‘The 
ghey as close, uiting of the cim 
light from tho alle 

(er sat up in his Dunk. 

He was alarmed, but more astonished 
than alarmed. ite man had merely 
opened tho door half-way and peered ip, 
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‘then vanished. What on earth was the 
fellow up to? 
Evidently he had not como as a thiet 
Ho had not entered tho room; only 
in 
‘Bunter sat in astomishment, almost 
forgetful of the uneasy state of his podey 


What did it mean? 

‘There was only one way: of account, 
ing, for the strange of the 
Maltese. ing soe 
teulat eats; “be ‘bed 
‘Bunter’s, found that it was: not 
‘ove ke wanted, and so be had gone. 


os 


the roll 


roached the sliding-door. There 
‘on it; and it would be easy 


enough to cccure it if the man was at 
Stadt Bunter sla ie back em ich and 
PAflis fat heart jumped, as ke saw the 


the 
i. 

Sentar saw his Dock ashe’ sod ere. 
Evidently, it was mot Wharton's 


Sos cullen and Bored 
‘ tov 
oe erifuy oad roundlenly to the ast 
‘Bunter hie ex on hie 
fat idle dose, nad blinked oat into the 
way. saw the Iteme peer 


ted. 
man slide 2 eo tage Oe 
oor a foot or #0 open, and: y 


the light from the pa: 

Tm "ipo be di nt aa lose the door 
im, He farther open, am 
Hives cdine tint he hed fava the 
Tom Ne wanted, From. where ho 
Stood, he could seo the Chinese junior 
deeving fons his poek within. It was 

Wan Hing be wanted, 
Bunter felt 


It scomed impossible, incredible, that 
od Degen enimary of ‘Man. 
he had come on 
‘by chanceor so it 
seemed, at Rent acon eldeel 
sen, from sinking felucca ! Yet 
was no mistaking his actions. 
He drew, back & pace from the door, 


ked | into Bus 


THE MAGNET 


The Bfalteso stood outside Wubi 
gs open door, watching, listening 


intently. "In a few seconde 
roped round wildly for = 
gure tele mat ome ie ue 


tact with the small cano chair that 
stood beside his berth, “Ho grasped it 
‘and pushed his door wide open. His 
starting eyes, almost starting through 

his spectacles, fixed on the back of 
Maltese, ox the man stepped, from the 
into Wan room, 


Shale tea te both 
Sis ctreneth ho Burne iat tho Maltase, 
and it stuck Giusoppo Sasso on tho back 
‘ef the bead and neck, and flung him 
headlong into tho cabin he was enter- 


“There wi he went down 
oa bis "brade asd kncet, weerly: auvee 
surprise ‘by thet sudden attack in 


Sele 


grok ted eice zane, throu gong 


JUNG'S almond eyes 
pene in 
wie eres ity 
antic 

Ring of Billy Buster, aaciiod the 
Ehipete Seaios out, of simber, 

was ido open, 
the light bt ginmerie “a"from the ‘pass. 


Write @ few feet of him, sprawled 
Maltese, 


he exes of, tbe junior in tho berth 
Sized co’ the intrader sx. soon a» they 


‘The baie gazed, for the 
ack of 
pogery ie by the crasl son the 


Be torewisd on her dove 
throw his hands out to 
knife low from his grasp. 


Ina f is ho would have been 
up ag: little 
ine: rakened 
with, faculties clear, and on tho 
alert. ight of tho Malteso in his 
foom, of ‘de knife litering on, the 
floor "where it had fallen, ‘Wun 

ro Lung all be needed to paene-apat 


from the yolling and shricking of 


Bunter in tho passage. 


an is glittering black eyes swept | Wun Lung made a swift leap from tho 
we full dows ). bert 
gee Moodie in His sath, inded in the small of Giuseppe 


‘and the: 
‘Bunter’s boart 


litter of bright steel, 
rt fairly quake 


‘There was no mistake now—amazing, 
incredible as it was! He had looked 
into room after room; and now he bad 


found Wun Lung’s room, he had bared 
tho knifo, and was casting a last look 
about him to make cure that the coast 
was clear. 


unter shut hour 


the sleward moring ip bis quar on 
fora’ There wag ng one tp intervene 
unless it was Bunter! And the Owl 
‘of the Remove, white as = sheet, was 
Shaling with fervor from top to too. 
‘Bunfor was io'e bine funk there sas 


no doubt of that. ‘The glittering black time. 


eyes in the dusky faco, the Bash of the 
fold steel. filled him, with terror. 

there was,an ouneo of pluck somewhere 
‘in Bunter’s fat carcass. He could not, 
and he would not. crouch there in terror 
while a fearful deed was done. 


But Lup; 


He 
Sasso’s back as he rawled. 
Tho Maltese was just rising; 
the Chinco landed on his back, 
flattened him down again. 
‘He gave a breathless grunt as bo 
Meine v Ned Wan Li 
“Helpee me! yel ‘un Lung. 
‘Voices were calling on all sides; doors 
slamming open. Billy Bunter, ‘almost 
out of his fat wits with terror, stood 
and_shrieked. He would have rushed 
to Wun Lung’s room to help; but his 
fat legs refused to carry him. He could 
only stand and yell. 


yell 
Like a lij pining flash, 
figure seed hit I 
reached Wun Lang's fom. 


Swift os 


when 
and 


ho wes, bo was only in 


‘The Maltese had turned on Wun 
sung like 2 cat, and seized him, and 
they were struggling on the floor of the 
stateroom, 
‘Ferrers Locke leaped in. 
‘There was a crash, as 


pistol-butt 
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struck the dusky hend of the Malteso, 
and tho bravo relaxed his hold on Wun 
Lung, ond fell back to the floor, half- 
stunned, 

Locko jammed a foot on his chest, 
pining, him down, the revolver 
fogked down at tho staring, dazed face. 

“Wan Lung! Are you hurt?” 

“No!” ‘gasped Wun Lung. 
hulteo! Mo alleo light!” 

“Thank Heaven?” 

“YT say, you fellows! Help! Help! 
Oh, dear!’ Help—” 

“What's the row?” 

sWhat the thump—" . 

Harry Wharton & Co. in their 
pyjamas, rushed to Wun Lung's door. 
‘Thoy stared in at tho strange scene 
there. 

“What on carth——” gasped Bob 
Cherry, 

“1 say, you fllows—” 

Bit up, Bunter.” ‘ 

“Te is all’ right now, my, boys,” said 
Ferrers Locko tranquilly. “Wan Lung 
is not burt; and I have this scoundrel 


safe,” 

“The Maltese!" gasped Wharton 

{Riek up that knifo, Wharton.” 

“Rut what—what——”” Harry Whar. 
ton picked up the knife—a long, curved 
weapon, sharp as a razor. What—" 

“Hohe was after Won Lung?” 
panted Nugent, 

“Evidently.” 

“He comey, killy this Chineo!” caid 
‘Won Lung. “Bunteo wakeo—" 

“Bunter gave the alarm, apparently,” 
said Ferrors Locke, “Geta rope, some 
‘of you, and bind tho bands of this 
rascal.” mit 

‘The Maltese, wriggling under the 


foot of tho detective, glared up with 
glinting eyes. But ho did not dare to 
stir, ‘There was death in the revolver 
that looked down at him; death in the 
eyes of the Baker Street detective. 
Ono look at Ferrers Locke's grim face 
was enough to warn the bravo to keep 
quiet. 

Bob Cherry rushed away and came 
back with a cord, ‘Two of the juniors 
knelt, and bound the wrists of the 
Maltese together. 

‘Then Ferrers Locke removed his foot, 
and the ruffian was allowed to rise. He 
stood pantiog and muttering cursos in 
his own tongue—a mixture of Itallan 
and the “dingua Maltese 

“But what does it mean, Mr. Locke?” 
gasped Whatton. “Why should he want 
to harm Wun Lung?” : 
“There is little doubt on that point,” 
id Locke. “It is the work of the 
Mandarin Tang Wang.” 

‘Oh, iny hat” exclaimed Bob. “But 
—but this man isn’t @ Chinese—” 

“Tsay, you fellows 

“Come’ here, Bunter,” 
Locke quietly;’ and there 
usually kind note in his voice. 

SH say, fave you got him safer” 

"Yes, yes.” 

Billy’ Bunter approached in a very 
gingerly way and blinked into tho 
crowded stale-room, He was relicved 
to sco the Maltese with his hands bound. 

“Oh doar!” gasped Bunter. “Oh 
dear! I—T eay, IJ wasn't frightened, 
you know! Oh dear!” 

Tho juniors grinned. Bunter had not 
only been frightened, but he had not yet 
recovered from his fright. His fat knees 
were knocking together. 


Bunter’s heart gave a sudden jump as he 
Ot a dark favo under a twist ted hand 
Maltese sailor who was peering into his room | 


9 
4 
tl ; i 
=, 
caught 9 gli 
rebel Ht was the 


“Tell me what happenod, Diinter,” 
said Ferrers Locke, “How did you 
come to give the alarm?” 


“Tt 9 
my room!” gasped Bunter. “II pre- 
tended to leep—” 

“Ho looked into your room!” Locke 


“OE course, the rascal did not 
know which room was occupied by Wun 

sung. 
“1-1 got ont, when ho was gone, 
stuttored 


exclaimed Harry, “Oh, my 
I was fast asloop, until I Heard 
Buntor yelling—” 

“Then he looked into Bob's room—" 

31 wish I'd beon awake,” growled Bob 

erry. 

“‘Thon—then ho looked in at Wun 
Lung, and—and got otit,a knife, and— 
and—and—” | Bunter’s voice’ shook. 
“I—1 knew what ho was after then, 
and—and I chucked the chair ot him 
and yelled for help—” 

“My only hat!” 

“It knocked him over, right into Wun 
Lung's room,” gasped ‘Bunter. “Oh 
deart IMT was going to rush on him, 
only—only—" 

Now mo savvy,” said Wan Long, 
“Mo wakeo, mo se that fellee splaw) 
on flool, me jumped on him backec— 

‘The Famous Five gazed at Bunter. 

«Well, my word!” said Bob. Cherry. 
“Bunter, old bean, what made you think 
of chucking the chair at tho brite?” 

“T had to stop him somchow (” gasped 
Banter. “Ye was the only thing Peowld 
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Thad to stop him; if T ‘The juniors listencd, but the stream of and he was picked up by the very vessol 
Italisu wes incomprehensible to them. he bad been watching for.” 

“'You'ro not such funk es you've They caught to words that wore not Locke eet his pe 
always made out, old fat bean,” said Italian—‘tang  Lao--evidently e “can hardly blame mysclf for not 
Beh cally, ch Giese nanos soveral times sopeated." guessing, the truth, in tho cian 
really, Cherry—” eee Slances,” he said. "There was nothing 
Ferrers Lécke, dropped bis hand .gupeke nodded, af last, and tade tng to indicate that the man was anythi 
kindly on Bunter's shoulder. Feats. oie te eet on che comee Dut a shipwrecked seaman. But for the 
“You've done well, Bunter! Go back Parse wpe had arrived on the seere sauall 1 do not think he would have 
to bed now—the dunger is oer, You Wifecene sc Suecoeded in his trickerg—I should have 
hayo done. wel. Sortie sean safely locked up for beet on my guard against any stranger. 


“Oh dear 1” > But 
Bunter rolled away. | Now that the Bie ely Bae pr Nobody,,could have guossed,” seid 
excitement was over ho was feeling very : _ Harry." Bat—but a 2 
feoblo and Gabby. Ho gladly rolled | The. steward lod tho Maltese away had ‘succeeded, how did he think ho 
back into his bunk. For once, Billy Pot gentle elowe iis suited Would fet omy, aftecwarde ? 
Bunter was not even inclined to talk. | {0. the Groyiriars fellows, He “Had he succeeded ho intended to 
“What's tho trouble, Mr. Locke?” faintly. drop overboard and swim,” said Locke, 
The mate had hurried down from I suppose you boys want to “He had calculated well. From whero 
Suintorevelis had reached his know —* the yacht is now & good swimmer could 
sere th Grae are at ne rather, si is terrific.” ea: Wires Gozo. id he succeed led he 
. “What's that swab doi he wantfulness rit woul AVE eRCA| eyond doubt.” 
© Nhe ‘Tasogl hea confessed. that he "$j pare caceped boy: 
“Nife was attempting Wun. Lung's was employed by a Chinaman in Malta, “You boys had better go back to 
life,” answered the dotective. “But we whose name ho gives 0s Tang 120," bod now. “i will taken fook at the 
im safe now.” said Locke. “Evidently a relative of scoundrel to make sure that he is safe 
"And the mate, blinking with astonish. tho Mandarin Tang Watig, as the sur- for the night” 
ment, returned ‘to the deck. name is the same—' s ‘The juniors roturned to their berth 
Locke fixed his eyes on the dark, sullen ‘Me savvy,” said Won Lu ‘was long before they slept agai 
faco of the Maltese. He spoke to him “Tang Lao son belong Tang ‘Wang.’ 
in Italian, the juniors looking on Ferrers Locko nodded. 6 — 
curiously. ‘They had no doubt now that “Tang Lao hired the bravo and his 
the erate. yore. toot in om Beate oe cout pone Cali in the force se Efiad ‘THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
tho Mandarin ‘Pang Wang, but they did on. ‘The scheme was to watch for 
not understand, ft waseor seemed to yacht, and to get Sasso on board by Bunter Gets There ! 
be--by the sheorest chance that Sasso somo trick—such as a collision at sea—~ B ILLY BUNTER smiled. 


but 


had como on board the yacht, and oven in which caso, of course, we must have In fact, he beamed, 
the Keon-witted Bakor Btrect detective picked up the survivors of the felu Ho sat ‘at tho breakfast-tablo, 
The squali yesterday rather interfered his fat face beaming like unto 
with the arrangoments~tho felucca was a harvest: moon, 
wrecked and the whole crew lost with Bunter was in great fettle that 
tho excoption of Sasso. But the wreck morni 
was naturally near the course of the ‘Ti fediterranean was calm as @ 
automatic and placed the inuzale to the Silver Star; and Giuseppe Sasso was ond once more. A brilliant sun blazed 
Marea eer ‘es glinting like able to carry out his scheme of getting down on the blue sea and tho glidin 
stool over it, Phe dusky face whitened. on board. He had given up hopo yacht. Buntor was feeling well, a 
‘Tho Maltese began to speak volubly. of success when fortuno favoured him forgotten sce-sickness. Ho wa 
ing breakfast with his usual vi 
jut it was not mercly a culm sea, a 
cul inside, and a good breakfast that 
made Bunter beam so offulgently. 
‘Bantor had, 20 to speak, got away 
with it. 
He had saved Wun Lung’s lifo—at all 
ents, there was no doubt that tho 
‘Chineso junior’s danger would have been 
lo but for the alarm having been 
given by Bunter, It was difficult to soe 
How tho Maltese bravo could have failed 
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pluck and presen 
¢ Famous Five, who 
believed in giving credit whero credit 
was due, treated Bunter on this par- 
ticular “morning with much more 
cordiality than the fat junior generally 
recoived. 

Bunter expanded. 

Bunter had fully recovered from the 
night's terrors. As there was no more 
danger, he was as br 2 lion. 

Te was like Bunter, of course, to make 
the most of it. Bunter never had. be- 
lieved in a fellow hiding his light under 
a bushel, He was not one of those 
flowers which are born to blush unseen, 
and wasto their sweetness on the desert 
air. Ho did not resomble in the least 
‘the gentleman who did good hy stealth, 
and blushed to Gnd it fame, ‘There was 
no need for anybody to blow Bunter’s 
trumpet for him; it was his agreeable 
way to blow it himself—on its top note. 

Overnight he had blurted out the 
exact facts, but there was a diflerencs 
in the morning. Bunter had a way of 
embroidering a story till it was uo 
Jonger recognisable. 

“T say, you fellows—pase the marms- 
a fade I S03, it was lucky 1 kept on, the 

‘watch last ‘night, what?” be remarked, 


of 
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_ "Did you?” murmured Bob. All the 
joniors wero well aware that Bunter had 
been kept awako by soa-sickness follow. 
ing gluttony. But, in tho circumstances, 
they did not address Bunter with the 
frankness that was usual in the Gres- 
friars Remove. 

“Did If” repeated Bunter, with his 
mouth full. “Whs, you know I did. 
Wasn't I wide awake and on the watch 
for that, villain?” 

SORE 

“Tho fact is, T suspected him from the 
rst!” explained Bunter, 

“Phew ! 

“Thad my eye on him,” said Bunter. 
“Y'm rather ken, you know. T notice 
things. Locke is a.fairly good dotective 


in his way, But he docen’t spot things 
do, 


like I 
i aid Bob, 


don’t 0 me, Bob 


“While all you follows wore. fast 
asleep and snoring, there was I sitting 
tp and eoping guand rough the 
tho watches of the pine * snic 
“That was how J nailed the vill 

“Some watchman !"" said Bob, “Fancy 
Buntor keeping watch through = shut 
door {” 

“Ha, ha, ba!” 

“But dara say Duster knew the 
sportsman was going to peep into his 
cabin,” remarked. Johany Ball gravely. 
“'Didn’e you, Buntor?™ 

“Woll, FI didn’t exactly know that, 
you know,” said Bunter.” “ Not~not 
exactly!) But—but when he did, I was 
ready" for him! With wonderful 
Presenco of mind, 1 pretended to bo 
tsloep—" 

“Presenco of mind?” asked Johnny 
Ball. “Not presonce,of funk?” 

Oh, really, Bull——" 

“Shush said Bob, “Let Bunter run 
on! Go it, Bunter! This is a better 
story than you told last night.” 

““Oh, really, Cherry——" 

“Batteo olo Bunteo velly funneo ™ said 


Wun Lung. 

“Thats what you call gratitude, 1 
suppose!” sneored Bunter. “If you 
follows think I was in a funk Tast 
night —” 

Bim!" 
“I was cool as—as ico! I'm always 


particularly cool in moments of fearful 
danger,” explained Bunter. “That's me 
all over. Pluck will toll.’ The Buntor 
blood is Hghting blood, you know. Look 
at the records of the Bunters in the 
Wart” 

“Whero aro we to look for ii?” asked 
Tobnny Bull, 

Bunter did not answer that frivolous 
question, 

“You follows would have been shakin, 
all-over, of course,” he said. “Bind, 
1 don't’ blame you; you haven't my 
pluck. You haven't my iron norve. If 
thoro's one thing I've got, it’s nerve!” 

“You have!” agrocd Bob. “Lots of 
nerve! Tf you hadnt a nerve, you 
wotildn’t be on the yacht at all.” 

“Tho norvefulness is terrifie.” 

“T don’t moan that, you ass! Pass 
tho jam! Whore's the jam? Look hore. 
if you fellows have bagzed all tho jem, 

“There it is under your nose, you 


owl.” 
“Oh! All right! As I was saying— 
grooogh!”” Bunter’s mouth was full of 


jam, which rather impeded his utter- 


ance, “Oooch! Groosogh! As T was 
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saying, with an iron nerve and wonder- 
ful presence ‘of mind, I watched. the 
Tilleles ane Busiee the ee at him at 
the physiological, moment — 
eae what?” gasped Dob, 


‘prychological moment—" 
‘The physiologicl moment lasted 
Bunter, “At the physiological moment 
T hurled the chair at him, knocked him 
pinning, and-and you kinow the Fost, 
While all you follows wero snoring— 
“But wo don't snoro!” said Harry 
Wharton mil You'ro the only 
follow hero that snores,” 

“Oh, really, Wharton! I know jolly 
well I don't snore. You make out at 
Greyfriars that I snoro in the dormitory, 
I jolly well don't hy, 1 stayed 
grrako ong night to lieton if did—and 


1 ido’ 
“Oh, my hat!” 


“Ha, ha, bra 

“Blessed if I sco anything to cack 
att Tsay, you fellows, is there any 
more jam?) Stoward! Jam!" 

“Yossir 1 


“After this,” said Bunter, when ho 
had been supplied with jam, “after this, 
T suppose all you fellows will be keen 
for mo to come on to China with you?” 

e ORD 

“Mal” 

“I suppose you can see, now that 
yog'se mgt safe without me?” 

na ee ae 

“7 fancy even Mr. Locko realises by 
this time that he's pretty helpless with- 
out me i 

“Oh, great pip!” 

“Did She suspect, what that Maltese 
rotter was up to? demanded Bunter. 
“No, he didn't! Well, I did! 1, sus- 
pected the villain from’the first, ‘That 
was why I stayed awake to watch. Not 
Lecause I was sea-sick.” 

“Fa, ha, ha!” 

“You can cackle,” said Bunter dis 
dainfulls. “But J can tell you fellows 
plainly, that after what I'vo dono, after 
Tay magnificent courage and presence 
of mind—saving all sour lives, and all 
that—I expect ‘to be treated decently. 


I'm accustomed _to _ingrati 
iere’s a limit, Shakespeare sit 
tagse maufins: 

“My hat! I've never seen that io 
Shakespeare—” 

“Ha, ha, ha!” 

“T ‘mean, Shakespeare saya, how 
gharper than @ toothless child it i to 
haye @ thankless serpent 1” 

“Oh orikey !” 

“Pass the muffins! Well, after all 
V've done, I expect you fellows to ask 
mo civilly to come oni to China with the 
party. If there's any more danger, 
you can rely on me to éce you through.” 

“Is for Mr. Locke to settle,” said 
Wharton. 

“You can put it to him,” said Bun. 
ter. “There's not much time to lose— 
We’ must be close to Malta now. i'm 
not going ashore. You fellows put it 
to Locke as @ special favour to your: 
selves.” 

“Ob dear” 

Harry Wharton & Co. looked, at ono 
another. ‘There was 20 doubt thet 


Bunter had come in extremely useful 
for once; his swank on the subject did 
not altor tho fact, 


Bo far as thoy wero 


move 


“You were very useful last aij 
Bunter!”"ho seid. om 

Bantor emi 

“I rather fancy I was,” he agreed, 
“You se, I suspected thet Maltese vik 
lain from the first—” 

“Nonsense |” 

"Oh, really, Be, Locke-—" 

“T hardly care to think of what might 
havo happened, if you had not chanced 
tobe wept awake by acwalcknets=——” 


Tho gladfulnens will bo terrific.” said 
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh gra 

“Not to say preposterous!” 
Cherry. 

LR gaid, Bunter, 
really got some rather im 
nents for the holidays, 
fo cancel, them for 
chap! 
me, Mr. 

“I can hardly say that; 
Ferrers Looke calmly. “But you may 
come if you wish; and T only hope, that 
You will not prove too troublesome ” 

“Oh, really, you know, 
like that —” 


er, arta 
tant engage: 
mat Tim willing 
jo wake of these 
Halas ras @ tll-scriicing 

ou roally feel that you wan 
Locke" 


“All right; TH comet” s 
cheorfully; and Locke, with e nod, left 
tho saloon. Bunter grinned round at the 


other fellows, “I say. you fellows, it’s 
all right; you're not losing me, after all. 
I felt pretty cortain that Locke would 
realise, in the long run, that he couldn’t 
do without mo. I say, are there any 
more muffins? Look here, you fellows, 
L want it to be distinctly understood that 


if I come with you on this vovage I'm 
not to be kept short of muflinst 
Steward! Muffins 


Harry Wharton & Co, went on deck, 
leaving Billy Bunter still busy, 
‘Tae Macxer Lrenany.—No. 1,179. 
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
Giuseppe’s Revenge ! 

ALTA sank into the blue Medi 
terrancan astern of the swift 
yacht, “Harry Wharton & Co. 
Would have been glad to run 

ashore at the port of La Valette, and 
have a look at the island; but Ferrers 
Locke kept on his course, and the Silver 
Star pyssed barely within view of tho 
rland, Tt was to send Bunter ashore 
that. tho detective had intended to call 
at Malta; and now it was settled that 
Bunter was to stay. Somewhere on 
Malta was ‘Tang Lao, the son of Tang 
Wang, 3 Locko had learned from 
Sasso,” doubtless waiting for news of 
the felucea, Ho was not likely to get 
any news, unless. the wreck of the 
felueca dtifted ashore, 

Giuseppe Sasso remained on board th 
Prisoner, with no chance of 
icating ‘with ‘Oriental 
employer. Locke had no 
in handing him over to 
native island. Mr. Grecn had sorted 
‘out a sot of irons, which had been 
fastenod on the limbs of the Maltese, 


fad he was a safo prisoner, What Locks 


intended to do with him the juniors 
did not know. | For the present, he 
‘mailed with the Silver Star, as she glided 
wiftly on tho long stretch of. tho 
Mediterranean from Malta to Bort Seid. 
tho saw the 


‘8 man who was ready to take a human 
life, tho life of a stranger, for a bribe. 
emorse did nat teem to afoot 
‘any way; his feelings evi- 
ontly Neere only of bitter hatred and 
Yevengo towards tho man who kept hin 
{4 prisoner in irons, and who was taking 
him away farther and farther from his 
Rativo island, Ho hardly glanced at 
Wan Lung, when the Chinese junior 
in his sight. It was pl 
only indifference towards the Chinee, 
‘whose life he had sought, His savage 
hatred was concdntrated on Ferrers 
Locke. 
“If that merchant ever gots loose, he 
go after Mr. Locke like a giddy 


Looks like it,"* agreed Wharton. 
“But he won't get loose. I wish he was 
somewhere elso than on board the Silver 
Star, though.” 

"Phe brute gives mo the creeps, when 
ho looks at Mr. Locke,” said Nugent. 
{ supporo he can't’ very” well bo 
dropped overboard; but——" 


jest thing to do with him,” granted 
Johnny Bull 
say, you fellows, don't you be 
afraid,” said Billy Bunter  exicourag- 
ingly.’ “Tin with you, you know.” 
“Fathead !” 
“The brute ought not to get off un- 
punished,” said” Johnny” Bull. “1 


suppose it, wou 


have taken too long 
to deal with him at Malta, and the 
farther we get away from Tang Lao the 
better. But he ought to bo punished 
sonichow.” 

“Yio will not, escape punishment,” 
said the quiet voice of Ferrers Locke. 

““Wolre not taking him as far as 
China" asked Bob, 

‘The detective smiled. 

“No. 
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in that he felt ‘Th 


41” Bob Cherry remarked to his py 


T shall maroon him on the B 


. and ke will take ms 
it is not so severe a 
punishment as he deserves, but it will 
oa a light one.” ~~ 

"snot en trip, at 
rate,” said one mi ne 

“ He knows what is in store for him,"” 
answered Locke. “I am eorry to havo 
to keep him on the yacht, but wo 
‘shall see the last of him within o few 


days.” 
wit the Greyfriars party were 
destined to see the last Of Giusppe 


Sasso before that. 

‘Tho next morning, when they camo 
on deck, they found Ferrers Locke sean. 
ning tho horizon through his binoculars. 
‘They waited till he lowered the glasses, 
and then Bob asked eagerly: 


ent ¥en’ said Locke. “Wo, shall seo 
10 coast Of Egypt this morning. We 
Mop ot Post Sal : 
‘a run ashore?” 
that Wan Lung must 
Yacht,” said Locke. “But 
there is no reason why the others should 
not have a few hours ashore. You must 
run no risks, Wun Lung.” 
"Allee light,” said Wun Lang cheer. 


trust him to, mo, Mr. 
Locke,” suggested Bunter. “I'll take 
care of him ashore.” 


rail and stood looking across the sunny 
blue water from the rail. 


iinked after him, and blinked 


“2Qb, really, Cherry——" 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! ‘There's that 
Maiteso merchant,” said Bob. "I sup: 
pore Locke will tuck him out of sigh 
While we're in harbour at Port 8: 
fess. ‘see anybody look so much 
jevves, 

‘Tho juniors glanced at the Maltese. 
‘His wrists were ironed, but his legs wero 
free, to allow him to walk on the deck. 
He was in charge of Rawson, who 
held him by the arm. 

‘He did not look at tho schoolboys. 
His black eyes rolled as they turned on 
Forrers Locke, standing by the rail. 

ferocity in them mado the juniors 

‘Had the bravo been free, with 

is hand, Locke's life would 

ot have been worth much, even had 

instant death been certain to follow hi 
rovenge, 

“My hat! I shall be glad when that 
ite is off the ship!”” muttered Frank 
“Fathead |” 

“Yes, rather!” 

‘The ironed man moved to and fro 
in the space allotted him for exerci 
‘the steward keeping close by his si 
Every moment his eyes turned on tho 
tall ae ‘standing by the rail, and 
burned. ‘ 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! I believe I can 
see Afri ” said Bob. 

‘He pointed to a dim blur that loomed 


cover the blue waters to the south. 
“Tsay, you ‘ellows——” Bunter 
blinked round rather anxiously. “I 


say, it's settled that we'ro going ashore 
at Port Said. So far as danger is con- 
cerned, that will be all right, I shall 
th you. “Bat what about money?” 
“Did you leave all your vast wealth 
at home at Bunter Court?” asked 
‘Fobnny Bull sarcastically. i 
“tWell, you see, coming away in 
rather a harry, I forgot my banknotes,” 
explained Bunter. “To tell you the 
truth, 1 left my money at home.” 
“Well, @ fellow can't be expected to 
remembér a Httle thing like that,” said 


° 
"Don't be + funny ass,” said Bunter. 


THE MAGNET 


~The question is, who's going to lend me 
few pounds?” 

“Echo answers, who?”? 

“If you fellows are going to bo 
mean——" 

“Wo are—wo is! Frightfully mean!” 

‘The, meanfulness is going to be 
terrific.” 
“I say, Wharton— Look here, 
gan't you ‘give « fellew somo attention, 
Wharton?” Never mind that dogo, 
said Bunter irritably. ‘Look here—” 
“Shut up, for goodness’ sake,” said 
Harry. 

His eyes were on the Maltese. 

Oh, really, Wharton—” 

‘hat bligher'scado engugh, Harry,” 
said Bob. “He's got irons on his 

and Rawson's 


got him in 


But——” Wharton broke 


“T say, 
“Ob, crumbs ! 
Wharton. 


Look out!” shricked 


suddenness that was swifter 
ing of a tiger, the Malteso 
was bounding across tho deck. 
Bofore that startled ery had 
Wharton's lips, he had reached ¢! 
here Ferrers ‘Locke stood at th 


But 
by surprise. ‘Tho manncled hi 
lifted as tho Maltese sprang at, 


we 
ids were 
and 
his arms. were round the detective’s 
neck. His whole weight wae Sung on. 
‘e, and ‘before a hand could be 
raised they had plunged together over 
the rail. 


lash 

‘Good heavens 1” 

‘Man overboard!" 
Locke—" 


wo 


. 


THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
For Lite or Death | 
ERRERS LOCKE had often heen 
noar to death. But never bad 
ho been nearer than now, as he 
sank -deep in, the blue waters, 
with the vicelike grip of the Maltese 
fastoned on him. Down he went, deep 
down, tho waters closing above his 
head, shutting out light and life, He 
struggled fiercely, but the arms of the 
desperado wore Tocked about hia neck, 
dragging him down. Ho struck, and 
struck again and again, but the water 
impeded force of his blows, 
Manacled as he was, the Maltese could 
havo had no hope of reaching tho dis- 
tant low shoro of Africa. Ho was 
throwing his life away to tako that of 
his enemy; and. as Ferrers Locke 
fought to reach the surface, the bravo 
fought to drag him down and keep bims 
jown. 

‘How Jong he was under water Locke 
never knew, but he knew thet his 
brain was Tooling, his lungs bursting, 
whon ho fought his way up to the sur 
Face, tho Maltese hanging on him. 
head came gut, and he gulped. tn on 
breath of air that gavo relief to his 
bursting Jungs, and then he was under 
again. Sinewy arms were locked round 
his neck, and with all his efforts he 
could not throw them off. He toro at 
them, dragged at them, wrenched at 
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them frantically, but the death-hug did 
not, slacken, 

‘Thoy camo up once more, and the 
lark taco, close to Lock's, grinned at 
him like’ a hyena’s, the’ black exes 
blazed into his, tho white teeth dashed 
as tho lips were drawn back in a snarl, 
Locke struck at the savage face, but 
he was dregued under agein. For aa 
instant his despairing eyes had swept 
tho sea, and ho saw the y 0D 
ing rouhd towards him, her rail packed 
with staring faces, but she seemed far 
off—terribly far!’ And the water 
throttled him again. 

He was going down—down—in the 
prep of death, and this time he, lew 

1 would not rise, Ho knew it, he 
Know that rescue would como too late, 
fat the boat, that had already dropped 
from the yacht would never help him, 
but he fought on with every ounce ol 
his remaining strength. 

Something touched him in the water 
ho felt a grasp! Something was 
dragaing him up, as the Malteso strove 
to drag him down—and that unexpected 


Wharton drove his fist into the savage 
face, hitting with all bis strength, and 
drove it under water. He grasped the 
manacled dusky wrists, and dragged at 
them, and between his efforts, end 
Locke's desperate struggles, the arms 
ef tho bravo were torn from the 
detective’s neck. 

Once he was free of that, tenacious 
Ein, the detective could enim. His 
eed rose from the water, and he 
panted and panted for breath. 

‘A dusky faco was seen for @ moment 
in the foam, and then it vanished—for 


3 


hands ironed! And I reckon Davy 
Tones is welcome to him.” 

“Pick him up, if possible!” said 
Locke quietly. 

“Ay, ay, sit! But he's gone.” 

‘Tho boat circled round the spot, the 
seamen looking for a sign of’ th 
‘Maltese. But there was nothing to be 
seen of him, and they pulled back to 
the yacht. 

Bob Cherry scrambled down tho 
accommodation ladder to help Wharton 
on board. He squeezed the arm of the 
captain of the Remove. 


‘Thoro wore flere yells from tho blacks and browns as they closed in on Harry Wharton & Co. With a bowl of tertor 
‘Billy Bunter collapsed, while the Famous Five hit out right and left at the enemy 1 


is own desperate 


help, added to 
to the surface 


efforts, brought 
again. 

‘Again be gulped ‘in air, his senses 
reoling. 

Tt scomed like « dream to him to see 
tho face of Harry Wharton in the water 
closo by him, It was Wharton who was 
grasping him—Wharton who was drag- 
ging hin up from death, 

‘Wharton did not speak. 

His faco was white, sot, tonso; his 
tecth shut hard, 

Had the hands of the Maltese been 
free, probably neither would havo 
eseaped, neither the detective nor the 
schoolboy who had leaped to his rescue. 
But Giuseppe could only hold on to 
Locke, though he snarled at Wharton 
and snapped at him with his teeth. 


bi 


ever. Giuseppe Sasso was not seen 
again. He had gono to the doom to 
which he had sought to drag his enemy, 
but ho had gone alone. 

‘There was-a dash of oars in the blue 


yates Like an arrow the boat came 
Speeding up 
Bie. Gremn reached over-and grasped 


the detective by the collar, A moment 
more and he was in the boat, another 
moment and Harry Wharton was beside 
hhim, sinking down exhausted in a pool 
of water. 


“By gum, sir!” gasped the mate. 
“you've hi close thave—by tbo 
Lord Hasry— 

“Look for the Malteso!™ said Locke. 

The mate grunted. n 

“Not much good looking for bim— 
he’s gone! Ho knew he was @ goner 


when he jumped overboard with his 


“All serene?” ho gasped, 

“Yes, all soreno!” panted Wharton. 
“Rather wot—that’s all.” 

Bob chuckled. 

Whartofi was helped ca board, and 
Ferrers Locko followed. ‘Tho boat was 
swung up to the davits, and tho Silver 
Star resumed her courde towards Port 

‘Tho Co. hurried Wharton down to his 
state-room, where he towelled himself 
dry and changed his clothes. He was 
feeling tired, but otherwiso nove the 
worse. 

“Feel fit, old bean?” 
Bull. 

“Quite,” said Wharton, with a smile, 

“I say, you fellows—’ 

“Buzz off, Bunter!” 


asked Johnny 


(Continued on page 16.) 
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(Continued 
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“T say, there's nothing to make a 
cong aboitt, you know. I should have 

one in for Locke myself, only Wharton 

nutted in. 1 was just going—” 

“Bow-wow !” 

‘Tho juniors wont along to tho salooa, 
chore they found Berrers Locke already 
changed, and, savo for a slight “pale: 
ness, looking his usual self, He gave 
Wharton a very kind glance, 

“Not feeling much the worse?” ke 
asked. 

“Not at all 

“You saved my 
the datective. quiet! 
end of ms" tether 


help. 
80 promptly—”" 


1 answored Harry. 


iat, desperato villain 
If you had not 


ue 
acted 
right—1 should have been in for you 
in another tick—" 

4 Shut up, Bunter 1” 

“Shan't!” Tho fact is—" 
ry up!” . 
“Tho fact is, 1 was going to say—— 
yowowsow! What silly idiot is stamp. 
ing on my foot! ‘You beast, Bull—” 

Ferrers Locke laughed. 

“T shall not forget this, Wharton,” he 


‘It was nothing, 
“Tt was, a great, 
‘e, amiling, and with a nod’ to the 
co ho wont on deck, 
Billy Bunter sniffed. ‘ 
“Tot of fuss to make about nothing 
ho remarked. “I've. alwaya thought 
Forrers Locke bit of an ass! What 
do you fellows think?” 
“You burbling bandersnatch——” 
“Well, look hero,” said Buntor peov- 
;, wo shall be at Port Said soon. 
Who's going to tond mo—” 
“Shut, up!" roared Johnny Bull. 
«Who's going to lend me—” 
“T know what I'm going to lend 
said Bob Chorry, ia, a concen- 


Boot!” 
‘And bo didt 
"ho loan did not soom to please 
Bunter! Ho yolled, and tho Famons 
Fivo went on deck and left him yell 
ing. 


THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
‘A Run Ashore! 


éegepy ORT, SAID” 
P “Phoro’s the jolly old port!” 
“The said port,” remarked 

Bob Cherry gravely, ‘tis Port 
my piping.” 

ny hat! Ts that a pun.” 
“Yes, and a jolly good one. 

“Tho puntuiness is terrific, 
esteomed Tob.” 

The lone, low shore came almost sxd- 
donly into sight. “Harry Wharton & Co. 
looked about them with interest, as tho 
Silver Star glided into the harbour ot 
Port Said. Wharton was glad of some- 
thing to distract his thoughts from the 
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Said, 
“A! 


my 


I say, sir, it would have been all on, 


voice, “I'm going to lend you a by: 


memory of the evil face he had seen 
sinking into the sea. ‘The yacht slid 
among the shipping into the Bassin 
Ismail, and the engines ceased to throb. 

‘Shore boats, with dark-skinned boat- 
men, glided round the yacht, and many 
jailed the juniors as they looked 
in many tongues. ‘The harbour 
was crowded with shipping, ‘and in- 
mumerabie boats, and beyond the town 
lay blazing in’ @ burning sunshine. 
Port Said, lying at the entrance of the 
Suez Canal, is always a busy place. 
Billy Bunter joined the Famous Five on 
deck. Ho blinked eagerly at the sun- 
scorched town. s 

“Tsay, you fellows! This place is 
supposed’ to be one of tho wickedest 
places in the world!” he remarked. “I 
ay, lot's go ashore and sco the sights.” 

“Wo shan’t have time to se much of 
the wickedness,” grinned Bob Cherry. 
But wo'll give somo of your relations 
& Took in, Bunter.” 


“Eh? I haven't any relations here,” 
said Bunter, 

“You jolly woll bave! I can sco 
somo of ‘them from here! There's a 


chap who might be your twin.’ 

Broise biinked in’ tho direction Bob 
pointed. 

“El ‘That black fellow on a don- 
oy?” he asked. 

No, the donkey the black fellow's 


“His, ha, hal” 
“You silly uss!” roared Bunter. 

“Wo can get donkey ride hore,” 
said Harry, “The placo is full of 
donkeys—— 

“It will be fuller when Bunter gets 
ashore. Look hore, Bunter, what about 
staying here with ‘your relations while 
‘we go on to China?” 

“At, you think 
hooted Bunter, 


that's funny—" 


peiHigllo, hallo, hallo, there goes the bo 
n 
‘The Femous Five and Bunter went 


had business to 
juniors were left to their own devices 
for a time, with injunctions not to 
wander far, not to get into trouble, 
and to meet Locke again in two hours 
time on the spot whero ho loft them. 
All of which they faithfully promised to 


Bunter's relations, as Bob playfully 
tormed them, wore numerous at Port 
Said, asin all Egyptian towns. ‘The 
hunis of Greyfriars were surrounded 

‘crowd 


fany of them 
English, of ‘a wild “and weird 


kos, and his own especi 


knowledge of 
all the more interesting sights to bo 
seen, A tide was eractly what the 
schoolboss wanted, and they proceeded 
to bargain "with the donkey-boys. 

“T say, ygu fellows, lend mo a hand.” 
squeaked “Bunter, "after. several vain 


attempts to get on board a donkey who 
seomed to object. Perhaps that donkey 
was not such an ass, as it wore, es to 
garry Buntor's weight if he could help 
it, 

“Good donkey, sair!” said the donkey- 
boy, grinning, and showing a flashing 
set if teeth, "Him name Ramsay Mao- 
donald, air’ 

“Oh crumbs!” ejaculated Bob, “And 
what's ths mame of my jolly “old 
mount? 

“Him Queen, Victoria, air!” 

“Oh crikes 

It appeared that all the donkeys had 
names, some of them very high-soznding 
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ones, though sometimes far from 
propriate. “Harry Wharton was alreai 
mounted on George Washington, while 
Frank Nugent was astrido Napoleon 
Bonaparte, and Johnay Bull sat cheerily 
‘on the back of Admiral Nelson. Hurrea 
Singh was backing Lord Wellington. 
All the Famous Five could ride, and they 
managed thoir donkeys fairly easil 
but Sule Denier found trouble .1 
Ramsay ‘Macdonald. ‘Tho donkey 
on backing as Bunier tried to. mount, 
heedless of the donkey-boy's stick that 
rattled on his bones. 

“T say, you fellows—” 
“Ob, jump onl” exclaimed Bob 
Cherry. “You're keeping us waiting, 
ba le 

“The beast won’t let me get on|” 
howled Bunter. . 

“Theso Bunters don’t seem to be fond 


of “Tell him 
you" fatty.” 
ani! Him 
Ramsey Macdonald, esit. Him go like 
1o_ wi 
“Help_mo on, you black idiot!” 


howled Bunter, “Gimme a bunk vp, 
see? Lift me on the beast!” 

~The donkey-boy gazed at him, 
ing Bunter would have required tl 
combined efforts of several of the don- 


boys, 
“Oh, let's hoist the fat duffor o 
said Harry, and ho dismounted aga 
Bob following his example, and the 
Went to Bunter’s assistance. 

Hafiz, the donkey-boy, held Ramsay 
Macdonald firmly, while the two juniors 
Grasped Buntor and bunked hit 

Bunter, grabbed at the 
Macdonald firmaly, whilo the two juniors 
shoved and strained under his weight. 

“Ow! Mind what you're at!” gasped 
Bunter. “Dont pinch me, sou silly 

Don’t buing me in tho ribs, you 
fathoads—don't bang my_noso on bis 
beastly neck, you chiimpe—go easy—ow, 


o 
“Heave ahead !” gasped Bob Cher 
“For goodness’ sakes clamber on, ‘Bury 
ter, we can’t stand your wieght Jong 

“Omi Beast! Told mot Now shoro | 


Bunter plunged on the donkey. A. 
hofty shove from behind landed him on 
Ramsay Macdonald. But it was a oaso, 
as Shakespeare would havo put it, of 

yfaambition overloaping itelt 
ing on the other side. Bunter 


and fal 
ifungod over and disappeated from 
Fiow’ on ‘the other ‘side of, Ramey 


Macdonald. There was a, bump on 
the sandy soil that almost shook Bgypt 
as Buntor landed. 

“"Yarooogh !” 

“Oh, my hat!” 
“You silly asses” 


‘os-boys cackled in great glee, 
‘there was something funny al 


Bunter's disaster. Buntor could 

nothing funny in it. He serambled up 
yelling. 

yi Xen dummies! You silly chumps! 
“Oh crumbs! Have another go!” 
gasped Bob, “Next time you'ro on, 
hold on. Now then, all hands on 


‘Once, more Bunter was hoisted up. 
This time he got a fat leg over the 
donkey and landed in the saddle, Onca 
thero he held on for his life. 

“All right now?” gasped Bob. 

“Ow! “Yes! Hold on ® minute! 
I think he's gong, to move 

“Oh, my hat! Do sou want him 
to keep still?” 

“Beast! Hold me! 

The juniors held Bunter. But Ramsay 
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Macdonald did not move. He stood 
quito still, his fect firmly planted, and 
#0, far from moving, he seemed deter- 
apined never to stir from the spot. 

Bunter regained, confidence. 

“All right now?” asked Wharton, 

“OF course Pm all right! ‘Think I 
can’t ride? What are you fellows 
clutghing at mo for? Let go, for good- 
nose’ sake |” 

“Why, you fat villain—” 

“Let ‘go, I, tell you! You're only 
bothering me!” said Bunter. “Do yo 
think I can't ride? If you saw the 
hunters we keep at Bunter Court—" 


Harry Wharton went back to George 
Washington, and Bob to Queen Vie~ 
toria, Bunter was left to deal with 
Ramsay Macdonald on his own. 

There was ® clatter of hoofs, as the 
party started. But Ramsay Macdonald 
did not start. Bunter urged him in vain. 
‘Ho had been afraid, at first, that Ram. 
say would move; now he’ was afraid 
‘that ho would never move. He yelled 
to the donkey-boy. 

“You sooty-faced chump, mako him 
gol 

“Yes, sair! Ho go like——” 

“Ho won't gol” roered, Bunter. 
“Look here, if you think I'm going 
to pay you to sit here like a stuffed 
dummy you're jolly well mistaken, you 
black image, seo?” 

Whack, whack, whack! went the 
stick on’ Ramsay Macdonald. But 
Ramsay was probably used to the 
and he took no heed, Ho appeared. 
footed objection to carrying 


their 


Tho Fomous Five reined 
donkeys round. 

“Get going, Bunter !* 

“The beast won't go!” howled 
Bunter, 

“Perhaps he can't!" _ suggested 
Jobnny Bull. “What you really need 
ia an elephant, Bunter !* 


‘Beast !” : 

“He seems to bo sagging a. bit,” 
remarked Nugent, “If he crumples up 
under Bunter—* 

“Talk to him, Bunter !" shouted Bob. 

“Eh! How can I talk to him, you 
fathead?” 

“Well, I suppose you know 
language, as he's a near relation— 

“You silly fathead! Make him go!” 

Whack, whack, whack, whack! tho 
stick rang on the donkey like » series 
Of pistol-shots. Two or threo other 
donkey-boys kindly lent their eid, and 
thoy ‘piled in as “if they wero beating 
8 carpet, 

‘That was 


his 


foo much even for the 
He moved suddenly, 


obstinacy of Ramsay Macdonald, 
moved at Inst! 


's tough, 
ime, and held on 
‘Macdonald broke 


-boys yelled wit 


‘cackling 
Jaughter, and the Famous Five could 
pot help, laughing, too,” Bunter as 
tossing about on the back of the gallop- 
ing donkey like a cockleshell on s rough 


v7 
see,, Only his frantig grasp on Rome 
say's hairy neck saved him from roll- 
ing off. At every stride of tho doukey 


Bunter let out a terrified howl, 
“Ow! Help!) Yarooogh 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 


CL BY You fellows, T shall be Killed 
“Stick to him, Bunter!” 
“Yarooogh 


Bob Cherry 
crikey! Ow! 
The “donkey-riders rode on. Bunter 
in the lead. It was Billy Bunter's 


oie that ho was born feader, and 
it his proper place was in the. van. 
On this dccesion’ he would havo been 
content to. bring up the rear. io 
found that he did not like being in tho 
van—indeed, he felt that he was in the 
cart! But there was no help for 
Bunter; Ramsey Macdonald meant 
business, and he careered aveay in great 
tiyle, the donkey-boy running ae his 
heels, “almost doubled up with merric 
ment, and Bunter clinging to his back 
tnd waking the echoes, of Egypt with 
a succession of terribed howls 


THE TENTH CHAPTER, 
A Katlve Riot | 


UMP! 
B “WWhooooop !” 
Ramsay Macdonald, after » 
wild carcer, halted sddenly, 
Perhaps he was tired, or perhaps he 
(Continued on next pa; 
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was only artful. At all events, that 
sudden halt relieved 
Bunter shot over hi 
from -a catapult, 
Bunter swiote Egypt, with a resound- 
ing bump. And tho yell that he uttered 
yas, caletluted ‘almost to awaken the 
Pharaohs. 
Ramsay Macdonald” stood lookin 
down at him. ‘The donkey-boy gurgle 
tnertiment. Bunter sprawled and 


I'm kille 
Beasts! Help 
y hat!" gasped Bob Cherry, 
reining in. “Jump on again, Bunter.” 
“My neck's broken ! 
“Ha, ha, hal” 
1d 


head like a stone 


Yarooog! 


“Whoop ! 

‘The Pamous Five dismounted. ‘They 
picked Bunter up, and on examination 
At proved that ho’ was not broken, 


Yooop! Help!” 


“Up you go!” said Bob, 

blessed “donkey, somebody.” 

“Leggo! Tim not getting on that 

beast again!" roared Bunter. I'm 

pot going 10 bo killed to please you! 

L believe you want me to be killed! 
Yan!” 

“Dut wo've come out for « ride—” 

“Ride and bo, blowed ! Go and cat 
coke! What's that beast of a donkey: 
hoy laughing at? One of you follows 
Kick hitn.” 

“My dear chap, how ean ho help 
Ingghing wlion ho sees you ride-—" 
a, ha, ha!” 

Beast!’ Lemme atone! 
getting on again.” 


“Hold that 


I'm not 


Took here, you ass—wo've Rot to 
ride “back——" a 
“Shan't!” roared Bunter. “Leave 


smo here! eave me to di of a broken 


eat coko! 
u'll lose yourself, you potty owl !* 
“A fat lot you care!” said Bunter 
bitterly, "T've sacrificed my summer 
holidays to come with you and protect 
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of his burden. 


you, and = fat lot you oare what 
jappens to mo! Yeb!* 

“Tent he nice?” said Bob, “I sup- 
pom neve ot, to walk back, if that 
fat dummy is afraid to ride the donkey 
again. We can't leave the blithering 
idiot here on his own.” 

“Ob, bother him!” said Nugent, 
“Wo were having a jolly nice ride! 
Look here, Bunter, got om the donkey 
and bang on to his ears.” 

Beast!” 

“You fat, frabjous owl 
Johnny Bull. 

yah! 

“Tho esteemed Bunter is a terrific 
worry,” remarked Hurres Jamset Ram 
Bingh, “but we had. better walk back 
with tho Tudierous fathead.” 

‘There was no help for it, unless 
Bunter was to be left on his own, Ho 
was quito determined to have nothing 
Turther to do with Ramsay Macdonald: 

So tha donkoy-boys wero paid, and 
thoy fed away the donkeys” and the 
juntora warted to walk back, to the 
quay, Bunter groaning and grousing 98 
Eo volied along 

1's beastly hot! he snapped. 
isn't a climate for walking. in Just 
Tike you fellows to land a follow with 
a tong walk in this Glthy sun!” OF all 
the beasts—" 

7 up, for goodness’ sake!” 


growled 


_ An itinerant merchant stopped the 
juniors, displaying round sweet cakes 


threndéd on a stick,, Harry Wharton & 
‘0. 


mero not disposed to , touch 
jestibles that had passed through 
dirty hands, and were sticky with flics, 
but Bunter stopped and cyed the cakes, 
“T say, you fellows, let's samplo these 
cakes! {'m hungry!” 
“Oh, come on! 
T tell you I'm hungry 


srAre, Zou cever_ anything | elo?” 
groaned Bob Cherry. “For goodness’ 
sake buck up. I don't liko the look 
of this pace.” 

yan 


Bunter negotiated with the merchant, 
and a cako was unthzeaded from, tho 
and ho started on ho 
Famous Five were looking round them, 
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The donkey-tide had landed them in 
the Arab quarter, and they could not 
help noticing thet tho streets were 
crowded, and that somo sort of excito- 
ment was on. 

Faces black and brown, and of every 
shade betwoen black ” and brown, 
crowded round them, and they observed 
glinting black eyes turned on them 
with very unfriendly looks. 

A burly brown man, half Arab and 
half negro, lurched against Bob Cherry 
in passing, and elmost knocked him 
over. 

“Here, look.out where you're going!" 
snapped’ Boi 

‘The man leered at him and moved 
on, ‘Three or four natives called out 
to the juniors, words’ they did not 
understand, but evidently words. of 
abuse, A ‘stone flow from somewhero, 
and narrowly missed Bob. 


“My hat! The sooner wo get out 
of this the better,” farey. "It 
looks as if somo troubl 

“Come on, Bunto: 

“No hurry,” said Bunter,  “Theso 
cakes are allright. I'm going to havo 
ancthe 

“Come on, you ass!” 

“Shan't! "I'm going to have another 
gake. 


Here, whore's that nigger gone? 
Whero’s thet cake merchant?” © 
Bob ‘grasped the fat junior by the 
an 
“Come on, you asst ‘There's coma 
trouble brewing about hero, ‘Where may 
bo.a riot or something.” 
Rats! If you're afraid, koe 
me," said Bunter. “Til protect, 
Where's the man with the cakes?” 
“Blow the man with the cakes! (Will 
you come on, you chump?” 
“'No, 1. wwon'tnot. till T'vo had 
another cake! You fellows ought to be 
folly well ashamed of yourselver—afraid 
St @ fot of niggers!” sald: Bunter con: 


with 
yout 


temptuously. “I’m not afraid of 
niggers. 1 Yarooaooh I” 
junter broke off suddenly as a stono 


whizzed through tho ai and caught him 
under his fat chin. 

He stared round in. slarm through his 
big spectacles. ‘There were two or three, 
doten black and brown men round tho 
juniors now, yelling opprobrious words, 
Gnd tho stono-throwing was beginning in 
earnest 

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bunter, ia 
alarm, “I-T say, you fellows, they're 
fot to mab vt Hl 

fou fat idiot, shut up, and como 
oa! 
Bunter started at @ rut 
he was epare, that tho 
he forgot that ho was not afraid of a lot 
of niggers. Horan, and tho juniors 
trotted. Shouts of mockery and derision 
followed them, id whizzing stones. 
Johnny Bull gave a yell as a flint caught 
him on tho back of tho head, and “ho 
turned ronnd with clenched fist and 
blazing eyes. Wharton grabbed his arm 
and hurrred him on. 

“Put it on!” he panted. “Let's got 
out of this” 

“PIL jc 


Now that 
wos. danger, 


jolly well —" 
“Fathead! You can't scrap with half 
of Port Said! Put it on!” 

‘The crowd had closed up behind tho 
juniors and followed. Yells and howls 
and whizzing stones fairly rained on 
them. It wont very much against, the 
grain 9 run from tho, howling, natives, 

mut there waa no help for at. Tha 
crowd was bundreds strong now, 
thickening every moment with, new: 
comers, who potred out of dark and 
noisomo alleys, ‘Thoro was @ erack of 
breaking windows from somewhere it 
the distance, 

Tt was a riot! 
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Tho juniors bad read in the news. 
papers, before leaving  Nogland, of 
frouble in Egypt, rioting in Alexandria, 
in Cairo, and in Port Said. Now they 


were unexpectedly landed in it. 
Nothing could have looked 
peaceful and 


ms 
squet than, the aspect of 
town, when thoy had landed from the 
cht, But that peaceful aspect had 
on very ‘deceptive. With its usual 
suddenness, a riot had broken out, and 
the native’ quarter, as turning out to 
violonco and plunder. 
‘My hat!" said Bob Cherry. “We're 
for it, you men, if we don't get out of 
this quick 
Tsay, you follows—" 
‘your breath for running, fat- 


“Put it on, ass 
There was not a 
yehitle to. bo seen on 
the streets. 

‘The shops were 
already closed, most of 
them, Ono shop they 
peices: apparently 
opt by & white man, 
‘was being looted, ali 
torts of things being 
tossed into the strect, 
amid yells and wild 
uproar. Somo. of the 
pursuing mob stopped, 
to join in tho looting; 
but dozens of yelling 
Diacks and browns 
followed tho English 
sehoolboys, yelling, 
hooting, and hurling 
atone 


{-naked native leaped in tho way 
lin 


4 

of the running juniors, whirlin 
over his head, Tho’ blow, if it had 
descended, would have fractured @ skull. 
Bob Cherry ran in undor tho stiok, and 
drove his fot under the black clin’ with 
‘all his atrength. ‘Tho black man went 
spinning backwards, end crashed on tho 
ground, 

‘Thero was fierce yell from the mob, 
‘and thoy closed in on the juniors, With 
‘9 how of terror, Billy Bunter collapsed. 
Round him the Famous Five stood, with 
‘lenched fists, facing tho enemy. " ‘Tho 
mob wero all round them now, before 
and behind, and their retreat’ to the 

juny was cut off, Stioks and stones and 
tho gleam of sharp steel circled tho 
chums of Groyfriars, 

“Stand to, it, you men!” panted 
Wharton, as ho drove his clenched fist 
into a gibbering black faco. 

“Back up, Greyfriars!” roared Bob 
Cherry. 

‘There was a rush, and tho juniors, 
sanding shoulder to shoulder, faced i 
manfully, hitting out their’ hardest, 
Wild, ménacing faces thronged round 
thom} fierce black eyes glinted; stones 
and sticks and knives threatened thom 
oa all sides, The juniors knew that 
they wero fighting for their lives now— 
that, if they failed they would be 
stricken down, beaten and stabbed, 
‘orushed out of recognition under savage, 
trampling fect, With desperate courazs 


a sticl 


they faced the swarming mob, and 
atrack and struck again; but as the mob 
‘losed in on them, with Savage howtings, 
they knew that they had no chance. 
Suddenly, above the howling of tho 
mob, cams the shiarp crack of «. revolver, 


followed by crack on crack. A ruffian, 
who was aiming a knifo at Wharton, 
fell at tho. junior’s fect, -sereaming: 
another fell across him—another reeled 
back, howling; and the mob surged end 
receded as a tall Ggure reached the 


@ fly settled at last, and Bob Cherry let drive with the folded newspaper, 


= Thi 
‘Smack 1 


Yaroooh ! roared Bunter, as Bob caught him fair and square on 


the nose, 


gircled juniors. ‘The cool face and glint- 

ing eyes of Ferrers Locke, the smoking 

revolver in his hand, drove back the 

howling mob. Ho reached the juniors 

and dragged Bunter to his fect, 
“Come!” 


And, with tho detective's scvolyer 


holding back the howling, threatening 
mob, ran for the quay, under a 
‘shower of stones. 


THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
A Little Liveliness at Port Said! 


T was like a nightmare, or some 
I ghastly scone” from’ Dante 
“Inferno,” to tho Greyfriars 

“juniors, as they raced along. Tort 
Said, which an hour ago iad been thi 
mering in quiet under the bla 
scemed to have gouo suddenly 
Donkeys and donkey riders 
vanished. The merchants with 
of sweetineats had gone. Shops were 
shut; doors locked and bolted; 
vehicle, not a car, was in tho’ 
savo one big car that had been over: 
turned by the mob and set on fire. 
yas now blazing almost sky-hizi 
shects of Raming petzol. 

‘Men, white and black and bron, 
yeore running anid scurrying for snclter 
windons, rang. fron 
Place: 
gto: 


crack! rolling fire—tho, sound of 
toldiers firing on tho mob. The juniors 

ost stumbled over @ dark-faced 
figure, in white burnous,. stretched in 
their 'way, It did not stir, It was a 
dead Arab, with @ bullet-holo in his 
forehead. ‘They shuddered and ran on. 

Stones and whirling sticks assailed 
them. ~ Twice came an ugly rush of 
rioters. Tho first receded before the 


threatening revolver of Lockey. but the 
second he 


d to stop by shooting, and 
ig rioters rolled over like 
lor his fire. “The rest yellow 
and broke away, and the Greyiriars 
party rushed on breathlessly. the moh 
closing behind | them, howling lke 
hyenas and flinging stones. 

Frank Nugent gaye a sudden cy end 
recled forward, falling ci his knees. A 
lone liad cut his head ail balfstanncst 

Wharton was at his side in a + 
He grasped his cham's arm and 


ri, 
fied 


ranky 1” he panted. 
Nugent staggrred, but, he pulled bim- 
self together with an effort. 


“AW right!” he gasped! “EL can 
keep on!” 

Tho blood was running doan bi 
from tho cut; bat he ran on man 
Wharton keeping hold of Is ain 
helping bim 

They came suldenty on a str 
Fr defending hivweli. watt a 
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tae sight of white faces. ““Messieurs, 
a moi 
“ilo int” gasped Bob Cherry. 
They rushed to the stranger's agsit- 
ance, Locke struck down one of the 
ruffians with the barrel of his revolver; 
tho rush of the juniors drove the others 


off. ‘The Frenchman, with tho polite- 
ness of his race, raised his hat and 
gasped, * , messieurs!” before he 
started running, and vanished round a 
corner. .'Lhe juniors ran on towards the 
quays. 


“Tad say, you fellows—” 

“Keep on, Bunter!” 

“I-Tean't! II can't ran any more. 
ToI-oh! Oh dear! Help I say, you 
fellows, don't, leave me!" 

Johnny Bull grasped one fet arm, Bob 
Cherry the other. Buntor was rushed 


ont thee tee pal 
one tion police 
th ‘yells cud hoots and 


appeared. 
guts, hurling fmegarant stonca, the mob 
fell haok before them. Ferrers Locke 
and the juniors taxrrsed on, blinded with 
dust and burning sunshine, streaming 
with perspiration, dazed and dizzy from 
the wild, ‘excitement and deafening 
uproar, ‘They gasped with relief when 
they found themselves, at last, in the 
boat, dancing out on’ the shisnracring 
waters of the Bassin Lamail. 

Buntor sank down in tho bottom of 

‘boat, squealing. Nugent sat with 
handkerchief to the cut on his head, 
face white as chalk, 

Bob shook fist back at the eoaring 
cits. 

By gum, I'd like to punch « fow'of 
their blackguardly heads!” he geowled. 

“Thank goodness we've got clear!” 
gnspod Nugent. 

“The thankfulnoss is terrific.” 

‘The juniors looked back from the boat. 
In two or threo places fires wre blazing, 
‘either from buildings or burning nrotor- 
ears, ‘They could still hear the emashin 
‘of windows, and the roar of the mob 
camo to their ears like the howling of 
wild beasts from a junglo. bore. all 
they gounds rang the staccato ifte, 

Pg fohnny Bull 
What's it'all abouts Mr. Wocko?™ 
asked Bob. 


a It is 
‘ani it is about nothing 


abit thy dons enjor a, Beano. like 
his every day, do thoy ?” asked Bob, 

Locke smiled. 

“No, It storted in a political demon- 
stration, and all the thicves and cut- 
‘throats ‘in the Arab quarter seized ‘the 
‘opportunity to turn out for violence and 
plunder, We were lucky to get clear— 
‘any white man falling into the hands of 
that mob will bo massacred. ‘The police 
and soldiers will drive them back to 
their dens before long.” 

“Somo giddy political dispute going 
on?” 

Locko nodded, 

“But what aboute” 

"Political disputes in all countrios 
generally have the same cause,” 
answered Locke dryly. “'The burning 
question, who shail’ have the handling 
and spending of the taxes. It is called 
by various fancy names, but it gener 
ally boils down to that.” 

“Well, ‘we're well out of it,” said 
Bob. 
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SH ty, you foliows— 

“Hallo, hsllo, hallo! Dying sgain, 
Banter 

“Beast !" , 

“Bunter's left without saying good- 
byo to his relations,” cemarked Bob. 
ass!” hooted Bunter. 
say, you fellows, are we safet” 

“safe as houses, fathead.” 

“Sure, they can't chuck stones as far 
as this? 

“Yes, ass, we shall be on the yacht in 
another minute.” 

Bunter sat up. : 

“Oh, all right!" ho said. "I say, 
you fellows, it’s rather ducky that none 
of those stones bit me. Did you get = 
Kock, Nugent!" Banter noticed for 
the first time that Nugent was burt. 

“Ow! Yes!” 

“Well, don’t make « fuss about #” 
advised ‘Bunter. “Lucky the stase Bit 
Fou and not mo, wasn't #7” 

“You blithering idiot !” 

“Oh, really, Nugent! 


“I 


growled 


follows, 
Bart 
'd much rather 


1 Obs really Bullt 1 
wish yon hadn't drags 
thay” eid Bunter, 


STEP IN 
and 
WIN A_WALLET 


The 
D, Magrath, of 1, Bridge Street, 
‘Co. Antrim, Ireland, 

oho sent in the following lever 
GREYFRIARS LIMERICK: 


You supply the limerick and 
Pil supply the wallet 


have stopped ashore and scen the fun. 
T'm not afraid of a lot of niggers.” 

Ferrers Locke gave the fat junior @ 
glance, 

“If you, would like to go ashore, 
Buntor—” 

“Eh? -Oh! No! No fear 
don’t you get turning back 
Bunter, in alarm, 

“Ha, ha, ha!” 

‘The boat bumped on the Silver Star, 
and Billy Bunter was the first to 
scramble on board. Harry Wharton 
went below with Nugent to bind up the 
eat on his head. Most of the juniors 
had bumps and bruises to remind them 
of their run ashore at Port Said. And 
Koen as they were to seo the sights of 
foreign lands, thoy wore nat keon on 
another run ashore in the land of the 
Pharaohs. 

Neither were they sorry when, the 
next day. the Silvor Star steamed out 
of the Dassin Ismail ond entered the 
canal. Billy Bunter blinked back et 
Port Said as it disappeared in the 
burning sunlight. There was a rogrot- 
ful expression on his fat f2c0. 

“Tt was a jolly good cake!” ho said. 

“What 
And 


I aay, 
howled 


only had one!” said Bunter, 


0} 
“We might have brought « few dozen 
on board,” said Bunter peevishly. “I 
tell you, it was = jolly good cake! 
Sticky, if you like, but jolly good. 1 


THE MAGNET 
wish you fellows hada’t been so jolly 
funky— 


dummy 
Hl very well, callin 
names, But getting into af 
bolting from alot of unwashed niggers 
like—" 
“You frabjous chump?” 
Td bave protected you, if you hadn't 
got intoa panio—" 
‘r You benighted owt !* 
“Well, all I can say is—yarooooh! 
Leggo, you boasts! Ob eikey 
jump | 


Billy Bunter sat down on the hard, 
unsympathetic deck. " And the Suen 
Canal echoed to the sound of his roaring. 


‘THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
Only a Mirage! 

LAT and droary, burning with 
heat, tho desert stretched on 
gither sido of tho great canal, 
‘Onco or twico the juniors sighted 

& caravan of camels and, camel-ridors 
wending its way through the desert, 
was hot in the canal, vory hot, and 
Harreo Jamset Ram ch basked in. 
the heat and smiled with dusky con- 
tentment. But the other fellows found 
‘i too warm for comfort, especially Bun- 
ter. Bunter streamed with perspiration, 
grinted and grumbled and groused, and 
carried on a perpetual warfare with the 


There were flies, innumerable, and 
they seemed to like Bunter. 'Thoy 
settled on him’ incessantly, and he 
smacked and smacked and smacked, and 
like Samson of old, slow his thousands 
and tens of thousands, but the aurvivors, 
who were countless, ‘continued to_giv 
him their bost attention. Wun Lung 
fanned himself contentedly | with @ 
Chineso fan, and he only cliuckled when 
Bunter suggested that he should fan 
him, Bunter, instead. It was one moro 
example of the selfabness to which Bun- 
ter wi lly accustomed. 

“TI say, you follows, I can’t stand this 
putrid heat!” groaned Bunter, “I say, 
when chall we get out of this boast 
oven?” 

“My dear man, it rt hot- 
ter and , hotter,” sheery. 
“This isn't patch on the Red Sea,” 

“Tho hottulness will be truly torrifio 
in the esteemed Red Soe, my ridiculous 
Bunter,” said the Nabob of nipur, 

“Look here, then, can’t we go some 
other way?” demanded Bunter. 

“Ha, ha, bs!" 

“Blessed if I can see 
cackle 
this voys to be baked alive!” growled 
Bunter. "Why can't wo go come other 
way instead of the Red Sea? Besides, 
the Red Ses, isn't sate—that’s wher: 

the “Egyptians ‘wero 
drowned !” 


“There isn’t any other way, fathead !” 
‘aid Wharton. “If you paid any atten- 
tion to Quelch when ho was trying to 
teach you geography——"’ 

“Blow Quelch, and blow geography,” 
said Buntor crossly. “Blessed if T 
wouldn't rather be in the Form-room at 
Greyfriars, with Quelch thrown in, than 
in this blinking oven. Isn't there any 
other way out of this rotten canal?” 

“No, ass! If sou turn to the left, 
sou butt into Asia; if you turn to the 
right,, you knock your noge.on Africa. 
‘The Isthmus of Suez,” said Rob, 
ing the manner of Mr. Quelch in the 
Remove Form-room at Greyfriars, “is 
the spot where tho two mighty con- 
tinents of Asia and Africa meet. We 
must thank the genius of Monsieur de 


going 
‘said Bob 
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‘Lasseps for the extstence of the wonder- 
fal canal, which in our time provides 
safo and’ convenient passage from the 
‘Mediterranean to the Red Sea Pre- 
viously the voyage to India necessitated 
# long journey round the continent of 
Africa, With the dangers and perils of 
younding the Cape of Good Hope. But 
in our time, my beloved 'eaors——* 

howled Bunter. “Look 
can't wo take that other 


” gasped Bob, 
“That one!” snorted Bunter, point- 
ing to the Asiatic shore. “Blind? Can't 
you seo it, and a steamer going along 
it, fathead 

Great Scott !* ah 

‘Tho juniors starod in the direction of 
Bonter’s pointing fat finger. On the 
‘Asiatic shoro of the canal, they expected 
io eo nothing but the dreary, sandy 
desert, with the dim and dusty’ hills in 
the, distance. 5 

‘To their amazement, « 
canal stretched before ‘th 


view, 


‘& trim, handsome steam yacht gliding 
Algag tinder a burning sky, 
Wat 


Wharten. 


the thump—” ejaculated 


it I knew thero was an- 
hero!” exclaimed Bob 


Stary”, sai ‘staring at the steam 
yacht in the distance, “a regular twin ! 

“What tho dickens—" 

“Well, look here, I dare say that 
new canal is a short cut,” said Bunter. 
“I think wo ought to, go that way. 
going to ask Mr, Locke. dare say he's 
nover hoard of it before.” 

Rerrers, Locke was standing by the 
rail, gazing im tho direction of that 
wonderful mew canal. Bunter rolled 
‘aver to him. 


" 
el 


Can't we go 


ed, 
lanced at him. 
‘ich. way, Bunter?” he asked. 

The Owl of the Remove pointed. 
“That way—that new canal! 
likely it’s short cut.” 

‘Tho detective laughed. 

find some little difficulty 
in steaming that way, Bunter,” he 
‘answored. “Tho Silver Str was not 
designed for travelling overland.” 

“Overland?” booted Bunter, | “But 
{e.g ganal, Can't you seo that chip 
on itt” 
Quite!” assented Locke. “That 
ship, Bunter, is the Sitver Stan.” 


‘Very 


“Te ig a mirage!” eaid Ferrers 
Lock en 


<. 
“A—aca mirage?” 


cam see is the Silver Star; and thet 
canal is the canal we're passing 
through now—~” 

“Rubbish!” seid Bunter. 

“Why, I can make out the fellows 
on her exclarmed Bob. 
“One of them is a 


ha, 

“If ‘there's another canal, and an- 
other Silver Star, there isn’t enother 
Bunter,” chuckled Johnny Bull. ~Bun- 
ter’s the one and only, So it's @ 
mirage. 

“Bosh! said Bunter. “I'll bet you 
ten fe, one, im quids, that it's a real 
canal.” 

Whose, quids?” 

“Beast ” 


GREYFRIARS = 
CORRESPONDENTS. 


parently think 10. Un- 
fortunately, we know 
him of old, and s0 does 
our Greyfriars Rbyme- 
ster, who chooses him 
his subject for this week 


"M writing, my dear Aunt Priscilla, 

A letter that's long overdu 

Because in my heart I have still a 

Sojt spot and warm earner for 
you. 

My uncles are mean with their money, 
‘And banknotes they seldom bestow; 
But you, Auntie dear, are a “honey "— 
YOU'LL send: me a fiver, 1 know! 


Te witk not be wasted on plea: 
Or frittered away on good 
Pee neither the liking nor 
For gambling, or shady pastimes. 
Vee never attended the races, 
Or followed the form of the “gees”; 
1 patronise no drinking-places 
Unless they are clearly marked 
“TEAS.” 


Then how shall I use your donation? 
PU play a philanthropist’s part, 
By giving @ big eelebration 
To half the Remove, for a start! 
To Wharton and Cherry and Nugent 
‘And Buater, and both of the Todds, 
Pil act like a trump and @ true gent, 
And gice them @ feast of the godsi 


2 


“Ont” gasped Bunter. 

Tho Owl of the Remove scomed 
hardly ablo to beliore either, his eyes 
or his spectacles. He blinked blankly 
‘at the empty desert whero the strango 
vision had been. 

“I-T say, you fellows—” 

“Fathead!” 

“IF say, II knew it was a mirago 
all the time, you know. Only pulling 
your leg! He: ho, he! it bet 1 made 
Jou believe T thought it was a real 


canal. He, he, he!” : 
“Why,” you prevaricating —por- 
poise—" 


“Oh, really, Cherry—" 
“You flabby fibber——” 
“Yahi 

“Kick him, somebody!” 


You see, Auntie dear, I adore them, 
7 think they are sweet little chaps, 

There's nothing T wouldn't do for th 
T never chastise them with straps! 

My aubplant is will in the eupboard, 

now never necd it, you know; 

The last time a naughty boy Wubbered 
Beneath it, was ages agot 


As soon as D've done entertaining 

The boys I admire and adore, 
Pil use alt the money remaining 

To brighten the lives of the poor. 
PU cyele at once into Courtficta 

And round up the waifs in the street; 
There's a circus and fair in the sport= 


field, 
PU stand them, a jolly good treat? 


And now I must finish this ramble, 
The post will be gone ina tick; 

And it will be rather a serambie— 
TH manage it, though, if I'm quick, 
Now, please don't forget that donation, 
T love making other chaps merry; 

T remain, in serene expectation, 
Your ever affectionate GARRY. 


“Bxactly : 

Bunter blisked at him, and blinked 
‘ut tho visionary canal pictured on the 
dreary sand ad scrub of the plain of 
Pelusium. 


“Mum-mean to siy, that’s not a real 7! 


canal?” ho gasped. 
“Nothing of the kind! 
mirage—n vision of the desert. 
few minutes it will vanish.” 
Rot” 


It isa 
Ina 


doesn’t’ know what he’s talking about. 
I knew all about that canal before wo 
started. “I think I'd better teach you 
fellows a. few geography  lessons—and 
Locke, too !* 

» fathead? Is a mirage, 
of course,” said Bob. “That ship we 


The zacht glided on through tho 
canal, the juniors curiously watching 
tho strange vision on the Asintic shore. 

knew now that it was 2 mirage: 
& Visionary reproduction of the canal 
through which they were passing, and 
of the ship on which they wero stand- 
ing. 

Saddenly, with startling suddenness, 
the vision vanished, as the yacht glided 
onward; and where it had been. 
stretched the dreary desert of sand snd 

Billy Bunter jumped. 

“Oh crikey! I—T say, you fellows, 
where's it gone?” he gasped. 

“You fat ass, it was mirage—and 
it’s vanished. ‘Although you know all 
about that new canal. before wo 
started!” chuckled Bob Cherry. 

“Ha, ha, bal” 


Billy Banter hastily retreated. He 
flopped into a deckebair, fanned’ bin. 
self with a newspaper, ‘perspired and 

oaned. It was hot—in fact, it, was 
rightfully jot. And the fties still loved 
Banter, ” They ‘scemed to find some 


attraction in his fat, flabby, and per: 
spiring countenanee. 
smacked again. 


‘Ho smacked, and 


“Ts 
“Oh, 
“Look here, swat that fly for me,” 

said Bunter angrily. ‘I'm being stung 

to death by flies, and you fellows don’t 
Tae Macxer Lisraar—No. 1,178 


you fellows 1” groaned Bunter. 
¢ us a rest, old fat bean!” 


22 
After all I've done for 


caro a,rap! 
sou” 
“Ob, give me the newspaper!” said 
Be pesiguealy, 
. 


fore ow—no, hero it. comes 
8 beast “Keeps on settling on 
groaned Bunter. 
ob folded the newspaper, grasped it, 
and watehed for the ebuoxiots fy 
seitle. Te settled 

Bangi 
satrogooh” roared Bunter, 
The isappeared into eudden 
annihilation, Bob tad eanght, hin 
fair and square with, the folded news: 
paper, As the By had been on Bunter’s 
Toso, Bob had natuealiy caught the nose 
tis’ and equaxe, too. ‘That really was 
Unavoiduble. 

‘The. sell that emanated from Billy 
Bunter avvoke' tho echoes of Asia. and 
“Tillo,, hallo, haltot What's the 
Wow! Ow Wow 
“Eve awatted the fly—” 

“Wow! My nove! Ow! You've 
roashed my nosel. Wow! Yarooh! 
Beast! Oh, ‘my nosel” Wow! My 


Blow your nose!” 
, ba, fa 
“ Yow-ow-ow-ow.ow 1” 

Bunter clasped his fat nose with both 
fat, hands, and spluttered, 

“There's another Ay, settling on your 
in." said Bob, lifting his hand for a 
aniahty smite, “Keep. stilt TN get 


i 
Beast! Keep off” 
Bunter squirmed out of the deck: 
chair and fled, Ho did not want any 
snore fies swatted. 


‘THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
In the Shadow of Death! 
RRERS LOCKE, stood with the 
binoculars to his eyes, staring 
into the burning blue. For 
the, Greyfriars fellows "watched him 
curiously. | Something in tho burning 
sky had’ drawn the attention of the 
detective; something that caused his 
faco to got grimly. 
“What's up?” murmured Bob Cherry. 
‘cSomething1” said Harry. 
fancy we'ro goin 
storm.” sald Johnny Bull 


T' like to feel the 
Tt had been hot 


in the Red S 


Tong. minutes ho had stood, and bo; 


to have a 


Trotter 

This 
hottest he Greyfriars fellows had 
experienced. “The tea was Tike lass 
Tito sky waa a burning Blue bowls the 
sun a flaming ball of copper, Not 0 
a to be seen on fhe blue expanse 
oserhend; only, far off to. the eouth, 
the sky" was leaden instead of blue. ‘The 
juniors felt instinctively that it wae the 
alin before the storro-—that a siden 
‘vu feree outbreak of the elements wat 
coming. It seemed as if all Natuce liad 
come £0 « breathless ps 

‘hugh the aching eat the Silvor 

« chtned on. her ong wake teailing 
hind. the only sign of movement of 
the still waters.” And the juniors leoked 
towards the leaden hue that wee spread: 
ing tp the sky on the south, and guessed 
that fhe trouble would cote frou that 
direction. 

But it was not to the south, that 
Ferrers Locko was looking. With the 
glasses glued to his eyes, fe was watch- 
{ng tho northern horizeh. ‘The juniors 
save his lips set hard. 

Tae Mveser Liens 


ca. 
particular afternoon was tho 


No. 1,179. 


Only Billy Bunter was taking no heed. 
onter wes serlched in «canvas chats 
in a state of groaning 

Locke lowered the glasses at last. His 
face was grim. He spoke to Mr. Green 
in a low voice, and the mate stared at 
the northern sky and gave a low whistle, 

‘The Silver Star was going full speed 
ahead. "The yacht throbbed with the 
effort of the engines. On deck it was 
hot. ‘The juniors hardly liked to think 
what it was like in the engine-room. 
‘Tho Silver Star cleaved the water like 
anarrow. 

“What ‘the dickens is up?” muttered 
Nugent. “Locke seems jolly serious 
about something. 

“Goodness knows!” 

Tho Baker Strect detective did not 
speak to tho juniors. Whatevor it was 
he had seen on the northern horizon, ho 
did not tell them what it was. Ho 
paced the deck with @ grim, set face, 
every now and then lifting the glasses 

‘watch the sky again.” 

Can't be any of those blighters after 
us!” said Bob. “That sportsman at 
Malta—Lang Lao—couldn’t possibly got 

is. We've left him right behind.” 
“Can't make it out,” said Harry. 

‘The juniors watched tho sky to the 
north suxiously, forgetting, for tho 
moment, ‘the storm that was brewing 


in the other dirgction. 
‘hallo, hallo! Is that a 

“It's something—" 

“My hat! Its a plane!” 

“one” 

What Locke had seen through tho 
glasses was now becoming visible to the 
naked eye. A gleaming shape loomed 
through the burning blue. 

Tt camo from the north—from tho 
Europe that tho voyagors had left far 
behind. And tho Famous Five started, 
and looked at one another. ‘They knew 
‘what was in Locke's mind. 

“My hatl” breathed Bob. “If that’ 
the Chinese merchant after us in 
planc—" 

“ Phew!"” 

Ferrers Locke turned to the school- 


8. 
“Dg not jump to, conclusions, my 
boys,” he said. “There are many 
planes crossing this part of the world 
in these days. It is quite possible that 
that acroplauc has nothing to do with 
us, 


We'ro not scared, sir,” said Bob 
checrily. 
“Lhe scarefulnces is tot territi, 


honoured »sahib, 
Ram Singh. 

But tho juniors’ hearts were beating 
fast. Possibly tho plane was heading 
for Aden, on business that had nothing 
to do with the Greyfriars party or th 
yacht. But they were aware of the su 
picion that was in the detective’s mind 
and they shared it. 

‘Tang Lao, the son of Tang Wang, had 
been left hopelessly behind at Malta, so 
far as ordinary means of travel were 
concerned. It was likely, too, that he 
lhad waited some dags, at least, for news 
of Giuseppe Sasso aud the felugea—news 
that he would never receive. But sooner 
or later he could have learned, easily 

gh, that the Silver Star had passed 

id and entered the Suez Canal. 

And if ke planned to pursue her, there 

was only one way—by air! And the con- 

‘ietion was borne in on every mind that 

the plane gleaming down from the north 
contained the son of Tang Wang. 

‘They watched it in silence. ‘The yacht 
was fast; but her speed, of course, was 


said Hurree Jamset 


nothing fo that of a plane. If Tang Lao ger 


was in pursuit in the air, there was no 
escaping that pursuit. 

“Listen!” murmured Bob. 

‘They could hear the drone of the 
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plane's engine now. Tt came through 
the aching heat like the buzzing of 
angry bees. 

‘The plane was fying low, and in full, 
clear sight. "Tho juniors wal it, 
fascinated, If tho Chinaman was in it, 
what was his intention? 

Not merely to pursuo the yacht to 
watch the voyagers. Not merely to get 
ahead of them to prepare some ambush 
in the Kastern seas. If that had boen 
the Chinaman’s intention, he need not 
havo followed tho length of tho Red 
Sea; he could have eut across the Asiatic 
mainland and saved hundrods of miles 
if he had only desired to. got, ahead of 
the voyagers. All the juniors knew that 
if the plane held en eaemy it meant an 
attack—an attack from the air—it meant 
falling bombs! 

‘Their hearts throbbed. 

inst such an attack the yacht was 
totally “helpless. ‘The, largest and 
Yprgudest battleship would have been as 
helpless as tho Silver Star, A battleship 
certain 
guns—al 


‘would have had anti-aircratt 
ut as dangerous as 


hooters to a.senrcelyscen enemy Jodg- 


yacht, 


ing fer up in “the 6k 
indeed, was safer than & big ship. She 
was small, offered infinitely less surface 
to falling’ bombs, and had a sporting 
chance of dodging. 

But tho chance was slim, 

Deeper and louder came tho drone 
from the plano Sharper and clearer its 
outlines grew to the eye. 

“‘They'ro after us!” said Bob. 

‘Thore was no doubt of it, ‘Twice the 
yacht had swerved from her course, and 
each timo tho plano bad followed. | ‘The 
Sacht was seen, watched from the still- 
distant plane—watched and pursue 
There was no shadow of doubt now that 
the plane was an enemy, 

Deeper boomed the deadly drone from 
thy sky. 

“I say, you follows,” ca 
tated squeak from Bunter—~ 
what's that beastly row? Sounds 
lot of bees.” 


ny irri 
says 
a 


The iors did not answer Bunter, 
‘There was no need to frighten him until 
it coutd no longer bo helped. 
Phey watched the gleaming plane. 
oooooom | 

“T say, you fellows, is that a plane?” 
grunted Bunter. 

aYes. 

“It's o beastly row! No. getting away 
from beastly planes anywhere,” sai 
Bunter peevishly. “Blow 'em! Can't 
even let a fellow go to sleep” 
‘Tho yacht toro on. Round the Silvor 
Star gleamed the waters of the Red Sea, 
at this point, between Yemen and 
Eritrea, » hundred miles wide. Fa 
the disiance was a blar of smoke from 
some steamer, the vessel itself out of 
sight. On the south, from the direction 
of the Strait of Bab-el-Mandeb, tho 
leaden hue was spreading higher in the 
sky. A faint puff of id came, bre: 
ing the aching calm. But, the juniors 
an not heed or note it, their eyes were 
fixed on the approaching plane. 

Billy Bunter gave an irritable grunt, 
and lifted himself ont of the deckchair, 
He blinked at the plane through his big 


spectacles. “Then he blinked at the 
Gresfriars fellows. 
“What aro you all looking like a sct 


of boiled owls for?” he asked. “Haven't 
sou ever scen@ plane before?” 
“Better go below, old bean,” said 
Wharton gently. 
“En? Why? It's hotter below.” 
“Have « nap in sour berth, old chap,” 
said Bob Cherry, and his voice, too, was 


* said Bunter. He blinked 

suspiciously at the juniors. “What do 

POL NAME to got iid of me for, vou 
sts?” 
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The juniors did not answor that. They 
would have been glad to spare Bunter 
a3 long es possible, For every fellow 
knew that, ag tho yacht tore on in the 
blaze of the sun, they were passin 
through tho valley of the shadow o 

Bunter blinked at them, puzzled, and 
then blinked “ab the aeroplane.” ‘Tho 
trath dawned in his mind, and his fat 
faco beeamo like chalk and his podsy 
knecs knocked together. 

“Oh?” he gasped. 

“Quiet, old chap,” said Harry. 


ont 11. say, you fellows, 
they—they—they'll. sink us!” stutter: 
Bunter, through his chattering teeth. 
“We-wa eantt do anything against a 
planet "Oh erikey 1” 

“Keep a still upper lip, old mant 
We're not unk yet!” 

“Oh! Ow! IAT say, sou fellows, I~ 


toa kan 
“ Help, you fellows 1 yelled Bunter, dashing aller Harry Wharton & Co. with the 
4 enraged Chinese market ee a oo bs Fra “Yoop! Whoop! Help! 
vos lurder ire” 


Rut. they obeyed the detective unques- te chances 
tioningly. ly Wun Lung stopped, tho game is, not up yet, as you thinl 
and lightly touched Locke's arm,” 'Tho'game. is very (ar from up! Go 
Games up, sit” ‘said the Chinese below, my boy!” 

jor. His yellow face was perfectly Wun Lung went silently after tho 
1 sa9—! aS calm. “Allee up, juniors. The yacht echoed to the zoom 
“Shut up, Bunter ? Not yot !” said Locke. ‘of the plane roaring above. Mingled 
Tho stiff-fulness of tho esteemed “Me tinkee, sir! Allee up with the roar of the plane, came a deep 
upper lip is the proper caper, my ridieu- Tung pointed’ to the plane. muttering from the south—the mutter of 
Jous Bunter,” said Hurreo Jamset Ram [ao along that planee, tir! fe under. ‘Tho tea, which had been, 
Singh.” ‘Tho nabob’s own dusky face killy’ this Chines. No wanteo. killy almost as smooth as ‘glass, was suddenly 


together ! And we have mai 


I want to get ashore!” howled Bunter. 


‘waz.as calm as an image of bronze. othe fellee. "You savvy, sir? S'pose agitated. ‘The squall—ono of the sudden 
'Yarooooh | killy this Chineo, no wantee killy my equalls of tho Red Sea—was at hand, 
Bunter made a rush for the com- fiends? ‘Zooscoon | 

Ponion. | There, was s bump at the “Locke gare him a curious look. “We're for itl” said Bob Cherry 
ttom of the saloon stairs. A howl “Well?” ho asked. quietly. 

flopted up from below, “Boatce! said Wun Lang. “You “And the juniors, in silence, braced 


"Poor old Bunter!” said Bob. utteo this Chines along boatee—leaveo themselves to {ace 
‘Tho juniors forgot Bunter the next fuel Saveo all my Meads; you savvy? oe tence, nae 
moment, ‘The drone of the plane was Tang Lao wantes mecouly’ me! ie 
f roar in their ears now. ‘They wore gettse me along boat! Savoy — 
keeping cool, thongh their hearts boat © T'scca smiled femtly. ie Ses. certain, 
fast. Ferrera Locke’s face was calms in the mind of Wun Lung, that the | THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER, 
most expressionless; the mate's hard- yacht was doomed; that destruction was faibinet Pod 
set, All tho crew wero on deck now, about to overwhelm the ship and all ee ee 
Waiching tho plane—auietly, grimly. her company, They cond nok save b RASH! ; ; 
‘hero was no sign of panic on tho-—“hot he could aave them for st he w At wes: eczeniiing, thallecne 
yacht; though all knew shat was jefecbchind in the boat, the yacht crash; shaking the air, tho sea, 
coming. have no further interest for Tang Lao. tho ship. To the deafened eara 
Overhead, the plane droued and ‘Tho con of tho mandarin would deal of the juniors, it ccemed like the crack 
soomed, Tt was flying «0 low that the with “the boat and. its" occupant, of oom. 
juniors, staring up with fasemated pes, promptly, ruthlessly; but the yacht and © Tho Silver Star was not apoeding 
gould make out almost every detail of all the rest would escape. Wun Lung’s straight on her course now. She was 
the tutelage, Ferrers Locke turned to almond eses were fixed earnestly on tho zigzagging swiftly, winding and 
the, juniors. Inge of the Baker Street detective. ireling, lke a pigeon seeking to escape 
“Please go below !" ho said. “You aro a brave lad, Wun Lung,” the swoop of @ hawk. All that cool 
Harry Wharton’ & Co. would have said Ferrers Locke. "A bravo and ness, courage, and seamanship could do 
prefered to look the danger in tho face. gallant lad! But we sink or swim Tae Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,279. 


fas coming— 
what they know must come. 


a 


to save tho yacht would be done; and 
Ferrers Locke was doing it. And the 
falling bomb had missed, end plunged 
into the sca,. though the force of the 
explosion made the vessel reel. 

‘he juniors caught their breath. 

‘the roar of the explosion deafened 
them, and rang and throbbed in their 
eurs. Deep and menacing came the 
woomn of the circling plane. 

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob Cherry. 

Wharton ect his. teeth, his exes 
blazing, He longed to be within reach 
af the assassins of the aie. Tt was mad- 
ening to be cooped up, powerless, 
usable {0 atike 2 blow in’ defence of 
ite 

Locke had sent the juniors below to 
escape rifle-fire or machine-gunning. 


But tho weapons used by the enemy 
‘Tang 
was 


were morg deadly and searching. 
Lao, worthy son of Tang Wi 
leaving nothing to chaneo. 
secking to bomb the yacht; and if one 
bomb struck, it was the end of all things 
for the vessel and all her crew. 

“That. was a miss, anyhowl” mut- 
tered Johnny Bull. 


“Tho missfulness is as good as the yin 


esteemed milefulness!” murmured the 
nabob of Bhanipur. 

“T say, you fellows!” came a faint 
wail from Bunter. Bunter s 
state of collapse on a settce, 

“Brace up, old bean!” said Bob, 

“Oh deart I wish I was at Greg- 
friars! I wish I was at home! I wish 
T hadn't come! I wi 

“The wishfulness is truly terrific!’ 


“Gh dear! Oh erikey! Ow!” 

Bunter groaned dismally. 

“We're moving!” said. Bob, with.» 
{aint grin. ‘The yacht throbbed with 
tho effort of tho engines, and it was 
etrangel Id beating of tho 
heurt of imal. 

Ms it getting dark?” 


exclaimed Nugent, 

“Can't be—it is, though,” said Bob, 
staring up at the’ skylight.“ Oht 
tho jolly’ old hurrieano. ‘coming on ! 
Dlesied it T hadn't forgotten all about 
the weather” 

‘A deep and terrible roll of, thunder, 
pealing over the sea, drowned for a fe 
moments the zoom of the buzzi 
Roll on roll of thunder follos 
Sheets of lightning blazed across & 


that had darkened, and was still 
darkening. 
‘The yacht rocked and pitched, 


pest; @ wil 


the sca into 
“Oh 


cerikey I” 
at the 


ejaculated Nugent, 
@ table for support, as 
¢ slanted and reeled under their 


thick.” 
lay!” said Bob. 


tiny 
sy 


fect. “This is 

“This is oUF 

Crash? 

Above the roar of tho fierce wind, the 
boom of the sea, the throb of the 
engines, -the zoom’ of the plane, came 
the deafening crash of second’ explo- 
sion, ‘The yacht rocked and reeled, and 
the juniors were pitched right and’ left, 
flinging te anything that came to hand. 
Theto was a howl from Bunter as he 
rolted off the settee, and skidded across 
the saloon 

“Oh, my hat!” 

“Hold on!” 

“Ow! Wow! Help! Whooooosp!” 

Harry, Wharton clambered up the 
saloon stairs, on his hands aud knees. 
‘he yacht was pitching like a cork on 
the waves. Ho held’ on, and stared 
‘out on deck, and at the sky.” The 
plane ws $0 near, so low, that it 
Hartled him to see it. But in’ the time 
that the juniors had heen helow, a 
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amazing change had come over sky and 
ea, 

‘Tho sky, that had been blue, and 
burning with sunlight, was almost inky 
black; the sea was ‘tossing in moun- 
tains ‘of foam and spray. The wind 
tore fiercely across the yacht, lashing the 
spindrift into the feooe of the. men on 
jeck. The hurricane had broken sud- 

down on tho sea like 
and ‘the, yacht 
of 


the Silver Star cleaved the 
row, with great groeD 

her rail. 

impsed the face of Ferrers 

ras hard and set; the 7 

It seemed to Wharton tl 


gleaming. Te 
ere was triumph in Locke’s eyes, and 


ho wondered. Twice the yacht" had 
exeaped the horror from above; but a 
third time—— ‘Then, as he stared at tho 
reeling plane, ho knew. 


the enemy 
was not attackis 


now. The plane wag 


in, trouble. immense stretch of 
wing was at the mercy of the tearing 
‘which struck with the forco of a 


thousand battering-rams. The. plane 
‘was not attacking now—it was climbing 
—or seeking to climb! 

Tho yacht rushed on. 

Whatton plunged out on deck. ‘The 
wind flung him over like a skittle, 
Gelohing ‘him like blow from a giant's 

st. 

He staggered and fell, scrambled up 
and held-on, and stared at the plane. 
Tt was astern now—climbing, heedless 
‘of the yacht. A few moments more, and 
the inky blackness of tho sky swallowed 
it from sigh 

‘Tho Silver Star fled on. 

Wharton clung to the rail, heedless 

f the seus that drenched hit, staring 
inky darkness where the plane 
had vanished. Ho found Bob Cherry 

Bob shouted something, 
sarriod away by the wind, 


Across tho blackened heavens a shoot 


of lightning swept and dazzled, chang- 
fag. the darkness toe Tutid, unearthly 
the 


yreck that tossed and tumbled, break- 
ing and rending in the shattering seas. 
‘Then darkness onco moro swallowed the 
acene, and Wharton know that his eyes, 
‘and all eyes, had looked their last on 
the plane. 


THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 


i 
“The. gonefulness. is terrifc, 

mg esteemed fat Bunter!” 

Oh dear!” groaned Bunter. 

He sat up feebly 

Bright sunshine streamed down again 
on tho gliding yacht. For an hour a 
Pall of inky blackness had hung over 
the sky; but tho hurricane had swiftly 
Iowa itself out. The sea. still billowed 
and foamed round the Silver Star; but 
the clouds were scurrying away to the 
north, and the sun blazed down on the 
ed Sea. 


EVERY SATURDAY 


“Sure it’s gone?” asked Bunter. 
“Quite! answered Harry. 

“Well, where hes it gone?” asked 
Bunter doubtfully. 

“It’s gono after Pharaoh's giddy 
chariots,” said Bob Cherry. “It’s at 
the bottom of the Red Sea, old bean!” 

“Oh!” gaspod Bunter. 

‘The juniors’ faces were grave. The 
hurricano had wrecked the plane, and 
what was loft of it foated in fragments 
far behind the Silver Star. 

“We've had a jolly narrow escape!” 
said Bob Cherry soberly, “The storm 

ir. 


saved us, I suppose Mr. Locke was 
counting on that! But for the hurri- 
cane—” 
_ “Thoy were too jolly keen on bomb. 
ing us)" said Johnny Dull, “If they'd 
climbed sooner they'd have had to let us 
9, bat they might ‘hero got, clear, 
this ig another dot in the eyo for Mr. 
‘Tang Wang!” 


"s hope. he will get fed-up and 
chuck it!” said Nugent. 

Wun Lung grinned, 

“No tinkee !” ho said. 

And the joniors did’ not think 50, 
either. ‘They could havo little doubt 
that all tho way to China they would 

by. tho enmity of | the 
d the “tong” of which be 


iol. 

On the following day the yacht 
passed tho Strait of Bab-el-Mandeb, 
tho “Gato of Tears,” and entered the 
Gull of Aden. : 

At Aden there was a stop, but a briof 
one; and then the Silver Star strotehed 
on across the Arabian Seo, 

Tadian Ocean lay before. thera 
long, long stretch out of sight 


how—a. 
of land. 
But all the Groyfriars fellows wore 
d_ when the long, long atretch of 


‘and steamed on to. Penang. 
juniors watched, ith 
hills, covered with tr 
thoy steamed slong tho sl 
The yacht was stopping at Penang, 
‘and they wore to have a run ashore, 
happy prospect to stroteh 
‘once more. 
‘acht at onco 


hat! ejaculated Bob 
that sportsman speaks 
‘a3 ho writes it, he must 


"A" grinsing Malay looked up at the 
fazes along tho, rail 


mi 


ak English! ho called out, 
“Yea! Eino boat! You come! God 
save a king! Yes!” 

“Ha, ha, i 


“Let's!” said Bob. “I liko hearing 
hie ‘epeak” English—it boats Inky 
‘low # 

“My esteemed Bob——" 

“Fine boat, sar! | Speak English a 
treat! God save a king! Yes, sar!” 
“Wo will take this sampan,") said 
Ferrers, Locke, with a sinile. “Wun 
Lung had better remain on boar 
‘There are very many Chinese 
Penang, and somo of them may be 
members of Tang Wang's ‘tong.’ ” 
“Allee light,” said Wun, Lung. 

“1 say, you fellows—" 
“Roll in, Bunter!” Don’t jump!” 
“Eh! Why not?” demanded Bunter, 


(Continued on page 28.) 


THERE’S REELS OF THRILLS IN THIS GREAT WAR STORY! 


THE FLYING SPY! 


By GEO. E. ROCHESTER. 
GNTRODUCTION ON PAGE 26.) 


Already Guy Tempest hes heard 

gentence of death pronounced upon 

him in a German prison. 

stands faced with the 

being fried for his life 
countrymen! 


‘Now he 


1 
bys oun 


‘The Cunning of Pedlar Zor. 


VY had staggered to his fect, 

GSE Ps 
staring at Podlar Zor in un- 
lisguised_ astonishment. 


“Major Tempest,” he- said sternly, 
his gun still covering Pedlar Zor, “what 
is the meoning of this?” 

Guy sensed the cold, suspicious 
hostility in th tones of ‘tho aide-de- 


camp. : 
“I” know nothing,” ho responded 
thakily, “beyond that I woke up to 
find myself being attacked by this man 
Ho got mo in the shoulder. 

Pedlar Zor laughed quietly. 

“Why lie, comrado?” ho asked. “Can 
you not sco that the game is up?” 

“What do you mean?” demanded the 


boy hoarcely. 


I meaa,” Pedlar 


Zor 


lone, 
For moment the aide-de-camp stood 
irtesolute, then, backing to the door, ho 
groped behind him with his hand ‘nd 
lod it open, "Still Hooping Pedlas 

r covered, ho called loudly for the 
guard, and 's sentry como up at tho 


“Send an escort here at onco!” said 
‘Stuart clernly, “and havo 
Brigadier-Goneral Clayton _ informed 
that his presence is required here 
immediately.” 

‘The sentry saluted and departed, run- 
ning towards the guard-room. 

“Do. you mean’ to tell mo,” said 
Captain Stuart icily, turning again to 
Pedlar Zor, “that Major ‘Tempest is in 
the pay of Germany?” 

“Ido!” answered the man defiantly. 

“And what of yourself?” 

“T also servo the Fatherland.” 

“Then how,” demanded Captain 
Stuart sharply, “doce it happen that 
you have attacked and wounded Major 
Tempest?” 

“We quarrelled,” replied Pedlar Zor 
sullenly. “I camé here to-night to give 
him a certain package and to receive 
in exchange a certain sum of money. 
‘The moncy was not forthcoming. He 
refused to give it me——* 
“You liar!” cried the boy. 


a 
package which Guy 


e turned in. 
Stepping forward, Captain 


Stuart 


Guy fired his Very pistol, and within a few 
moments the little seout was burning furiously 1 


picked up the package and glanced at 
fhe superscription, ‘which was written 
in ink: 
“To Bo Delivered By 
To Msior Guy Tempest 
"0 


‘The Commandante, 
‘No. 7 Bombing’ Squadron, 
Mannheim Aerodrome.” 


With faco which was of a sudden 
strangely pale and cet Captain, Stuart 
ripped open the envelope and withdrew 

Folded plan of British Wing Hoad- 
quarters at Le Courban—the plan which 
had taken Hans Ofer eight long and 
laborious months to comp! 

For a moment the captain studied it 
intently, then raised his eyes to those 
of Guy “Tempest : 

“What do you know of this?” he 


boy. 
‘Yes, a vile plot, indeed—Guy could 
sco it all. Having failed to get hia 
with the knife, and knowing that should 
ig be cap Ss Life would be forfe: 
Pedler @ come prepared ta int 


volve the boy in hie own doom by 
claiming him as comrade and. con 
federate of hi 

‘Ah, the dovilish cunning of itt 

Guy's brain worked rapidly. Any 
moment would eco tho arrival of tho 
excort, and that would mean his arrest, 
For the boy realised to the fall tho 
cruelly, false position in which he had 
been placed by tho accusation of Pediar 


‘There was bound to be a court-martial 
con himself ag well as on the murderous 
spy. And what evidence could he pro- 
diice to prove that he was in 1 
associate of Pedlar Zor, but n 
Victim of that cunning rogi 
tongue? 

No evidence at all. 

For threo long years 
mann Guido yon Stu 

‘He had been 


of the. Western. 
ferman in al bs 


Front. 
birth. 

And he was a Gorman still, if Pedlar 
Zoz was to be believed. 


Tho man would bo, belicved. For, 
apart from anything else, there was the 
‘Tus Macwer Taanaey.—No. 1.1% 


damning evidenoé of the paonege 
Sddreswed to. the eommandante of the 
Geeman aerodrome at Mannheim. 

‘A few daya before, in the grim Greus- 
trasso barracks, Guy Tempest had stood 
an rial for his Lif and heard sentence 
of death pronounced against him. Now, 
by'this strange turn of tho wheel of 
Fate, ho stood faced. with the’ prospest 
of again being tried for his life, but this 
time by those who were bis own country: 
men. 

Even now Guy knew what the verdict 
ayant bo "Ho would” bo "adjudged 8 
Cerman’ spy, Ww rofessin 
boliste int’ this tates “ares, Grlcuel 
Tompest, fad ingratiated himself into 
the conlidence of the British, 

‘There could bo but one punishment for 
tuch a erime—he would be shot. Ad in 
death Pedlar Zor would have tho satis. 
faction of knowing that, accompanying 
him. down into the grey valley of 
shadows from which there 18 no return, 
‘would bo the man whom he had crossed 
the British fines to lal 

‘The boy's ease was hopeless, should it 
ever come for trial. ; 

‘Should it ever como for trial— 

Without warning, Guy sprang for- 
ward. “His clenched fat took the aide 
do-eamp on the aide of the jaw, sending 
Uhat Indivual staggoring back. "Next 
instant, forgetful of bie» wounded 
shoulder, the boy was out in the night, 
running’ madly” towards the hangar 
‘hero was housed "his super-powored 
Sopwythe scout. 

Behind him sounded @ shot; but pur- 
auit did not come at once. Although 
Guy did aot know it thon, it was Pedlar 
‘Zot who, f 
io own "wretched lifo, had unwittingly 
come to his assistan 

Tor, before, the aidesde-cam 
recover himself, Pediar Zor had dashod 
out of the root, hard on. the heels of 
Guy. ‘Tnstinetively the spy turned in 
the direction of the road which fed past 
wing headquarters towards the village. 

The shot fired by’ the aide-de-camp 
sovtided the alarm.” Doubling like @ 
hunted. animal, Pedlar Zor evaded tho 
cecott which was running from the direo- 
tion of the guard-roora. 

Mstop that man!” shouted the 
camp. 

"One of th 
his shoulder, ‘ai 
running fort i 

Gra 

Simultaneously with the report, the 
darkness, was split by s lutid, stabbing 
tongue of flame. With 
Yor flung up bia arms, 5 
fell w limp and lifeless heap. 


scream, Pedlar 
und, then 


2 
T 
2 


tho vory nature of bi 
the way of escape for Gu: 
For it was some moments 


in a desperate attempt to save Pe 


ed and 


‘The engine picked up with s sudden, 
Eecpleg. for the’ cope oguis, Gey 
leaping | for pit again, Guy 
closed down the throttle. A precious 
moment he spent in snatching a pair of 
cil-stained dungarees from the nail on 
which they were banging. = 

Swinging himelf up into the cockpit, 
ho gave tho scout full throttle. The 
roar of the engine rose to a deep, pulsa- 
ting, thunderous rhythm, and the scarlet 
scout, moved forward from out of tho 

vangar. 


The noise of the engine was bringing 
tho escort on the run, and as the scout 
moved across the tarmac they rounded 
the hangar. ‘Tho blow which be had 
rocoived from the clenched fst of Guy 
‘Tempest, and tho frenzied dash for 
froedom, had removed any doubt which 
might have existed in the mind of the 
aide-de-camp that the boy was the 
despicable traitor which Pedlar Zor had 
tnade him out to be. ? 

So it was without compunction that he 
rapped out the order: 

“Fire!” 
Above the roar of the scout's 
sounded the crash of mi, 


The Outeast 1 
HERE lay safety for one who 
was now @ hunted outcast— 
one who was wanted both by 
British and by Bocho? 

‘That question was uppermost in tho 
mind of Guy Tempest as he roared on 
through the night, flying blindly end 
taking no heed at all as to bis compass 
course. It was @ question urgently 
requiring answer, but tho boy knew that 
equally Regent was the need to have his 
wounded shoulder dressed. 


machi 
into the heart of France and away from 
tho battle line. 

‘For some thirty minutes ho held hi 
course, and during that time there wei 
periods when he flew solely by the 
Instinct which comes to every fighting 
pilot, He was weak from loss of blood, 

literally stunned by the suddenness 
disaster which had overtaken him 


of thi 
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at, the very outset of his service in the 
Air Force of his country. 

‘Not yet could ho thivk clearly and 
coherently. ‘hat would come when his 
first turmoil of mind had passed. 

When-a full forty kilometres lay be- 
tween him and Le Courban, Guy shoved 
forward his controlatick and took tho 
scout gliding down through the dark- 
ness, to land in a ficld on the outskirts 
‘of a small hamlet, the black shadow of 
which he had scen from the air. 

Switching off, he painfully and labori- 
ously yacated the cockpit, and donned 
tho suit of dungarees which ho had 
taken from the. haugar at Lo Courban. 
As ho struggled into them, tho 
Shambling figure of @ French peasant 
Joomed up it the darkness in front of 

“What is wrong, m'sieur?” inquired 
tho man, “I heard you land, Have 
you engin trouble?” 

“No,” replied Guy. “I have beon 
wounded—and am indeed in need of 
assistance— 

‘He lurched and would havo fallen 
had ‘not the petsaut slid a supporting 
arm around him. 


Gladly the boy availed himeelt of tho 
proforred id. The, small cottage, to 
which the man led him was but a 
stono’s-throw away. In the spotlessly 
clean bitchen the peasant and his wil 
busied themselves bathing Guy's wound 
and dressing it. 

But tho man could not refrain from 


$ an oxpression of wonderment, 


“Why, m’siour,” he exclaimed, “it is 
no bullet wound ‘but » knife thrust!” 
“Yes,” assented the boy through 
tightly ‘compressed lips, 
jo further explanation did ho give. 
Ho would not lio, and to tell the truth 


wag impossibl 
‘Tho peasant, however, was not satis. 
fied. It was no business of his, of 
course. Buta knife wound- 
“M'sieur is from tho line?” he sug- 
gested. “A bayonot thrust, maybo-—-" 


‘The inbred arrogance of the Prussians 


with whom he had so long associated 
manifested itself then in Guy Tompeat, 
“Be quiet!” he said stern 


‘The man relapsed into silence. But 
his curiosity persisted. 

Such @ wound had not been come by 
in tho air. ‘That much was very 
obvious, And the garb of this night 
fier? Slooping attire and dungarces. 
‘What was one to think of that? 

Howover, the peasant lacked the 
coutrage to'question the grim-faced pilot 
further. With his hands botween his 
knees ko sat on a chaic by tho wall 
watching Guy consume a bow! of soup 
which had been placed beforo him after 
his wound had been dressed. 

At length the bo; 


pushed 
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fine, warm nights, were {he consequences, Dr. Zalhoy orders Pedlar Zora famous German “Ti does not inalter, 
never closed. Leaping for ‘spy, to get rid of Guy. Hidden in a black box, the spy it m’sienr,"” ho __ responded. 


the forward cockpit of the 
scarlet Sopwythe scout, the 


itieh I 


hoy switched on. Dropping awd appear 
to the ground, he awung on "2 feeme,"" save Pedlar Zor, turnieg with @ 
tho propeller’ heavily with  toiards Gicy, “that the game ts ep, ” 


his undamaged arm. 


“We are only too glad to 
hayo been able to help you.” 
Tle accompanicd tho boy 
rin back to the machine, and 
swung the propeller, after 
having been shown how to 


‘Prioted avd puniiabes arary. 
Adverscineot ote 


fates ielaed aua 


Sata 


par nasty be 


for eouth Autica 
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EVERY SATURDAY 


do 0, ‘Tho warm engine picked up at 
once with a shattering roar, and the 
machine commenced to. move forward in 
fhe darkness, 

‘ith ever-increasing impetus it swept 
forward. ‘The tail came up, and as Guy 
inched back the control-stick, the fast 
little scout bored up into the night sky 
ins steep, upward climb. 

‘At five hundred fect ‘Guy flattened 
‘out and swung the machina eastwards 
towards the line, climbing ashe went. 
‘Already a plan of action was beginning 
to formulate in his mind, 
| There was one way and one way only 
in which he could prove conclusively to 
tho British authorities that he was not 
the German which Pedlar Zor had 
attempted to make him out tobe. And 
that waa tos produce evidence to the 
effect that Pedlar Zor’s real mission 
44 Lo Courban hed been to assassinato 

im. 

Such evidenco must be in existence, 
filed in’ the ‘archives: of the German 
Ynteliigence Burcau in the Wilhelm- 
‘trasse. in Borli 

to Guy Tempest to get it 

‘And as. he thundered on towards th 
ine, a Tone boy without either friends 
‘or country, he conned over in his mind 


Thow Best he could sot about what he f 


fully realised rust prove a perilous 
‘and an lmnost impossible task. 

‘Guy was soon over the German lines, 
and looking down ho noted nigns of 
Great aetivity below. Long, grey 
SSfumns ef mbreling men were moving 

long thin ribbons of roxd- 

th them went slow-moving 
-drawn ‘guns. 
irouche ‘controls, Guy 
raised his eyes and scanned the light- 
ening sky” outboards" and -al 
Already ho could s¢e the far-distant 
dtopen of tho. Vosges ‘mountains. But 
he was well in the danger area, for 
hie soout bore the red, white, ‘and blue 
circles painted on all ‘Allied’ machines, 
find ‘should he encounter eoy German 
eroplanos out. on a dawn” offensive 
patrol he. would be attacked on sight. 

Guy’s machine was running into the 
blue sky and brilliant sun of rly 
morning when something gleamed silver 
inthe sky above. az 

Ho had ‘barely time to glimpse a 
whito Fokker with the Ger Tron 
Grose painted in black on wings and 
fuselage, before it was thundering down 
on hign with synchronised gun aflame. 
So madden had come this savage attack, 
erally from out of the blue, that Guy 
had only time to throw his scout into 
a dive. 

With engi ye thundering at _ full 
evolutions ‘he toro earthwards. ‘Then 
‘back came the stick, and the Sopwythe 
feout wont coring up and tp into tho- 
thy of early morning. 

rimly the Fokker followed, and, 
glanci if outboards, Guy saw the fabrio 
Sf his lower starboard plane riven as 
Shough Fy ae invis ple eee A ar 
a] ‘of his loop he pul 8 -stick 
Bard across and kicked on the rudder. 

‘The scarlet scout rolled on to an even 
keel, and, wheeling with tho deadly 
srifinow ‘of 's hawk, tore in xt the 
tors ‘synchronised gun belcbing lurid 

ame, 

Whipping forward his control-stick, 
the German dived, passing right be: 
neath the undercarriage of tho on- 
coming, hurtling scout. Before Guy 
sould tar, the Fokker was zooming up 
$n an almost perpendicular climb, Half 
‘8 loop it completed, and, in that instant, 
when its undercarriage wheels wero 
pointing: wp into the blue, the pilot 
Pulled ‘hie stick across. Rolling; he 
reared down on the Sonwythe scout. the 


staccato rattle of exploding cartridges 
audible above the thunder of engine and 
the seream of wind through Sying wires 
"2 lle» Saiial Gs 

ulling 2 whislwind wing tum, Goy 
throw. his ‘machine into © sleep, Zig- 
zag dive, swinging wildly "2 ovade the 
death which was thundering ‘down on 
his ail, 

So far the fight had been all tho 
German's. “He was harrying Guy to the 
tutmost, forcing him to adoge the defen: 
sive, and. striving desperately to givo 
him no opening for attack. 

Whe the man was Guy did not know, 
but whoevér he was, he was  frstelass 
Sghting pilot with & brilliant control of 
his machine. 

‘Determined at any cost to carry the 
fight back to him, Guy yanked back the 
Gontrolstick and’ agai soared ‘steely 
in an almost perpendicular zoom, ‘Then 
Pulling perfect Immelman turn, ‘he 
thundered own on tho Fokker with gun 
aflame. 

‘Above the roar of his engine sounded 

funy and_ hot 
the ‘cockpit 


attack, then suddenly ho stalled and 
‘away into ® spin, his engine almost 

silent. if 

Guy's lagers released their grip on 
the, rigger ofthe synchronised ‘gun, 
‘and, holding his fire, he commenced to 
follow the spinving machino earthwards. 

Without warning, the Fokker engine 
suddenly opened up with # deep-throated 
yoar, aiid, whirling out of the spin, the 
German tore in at Guy, his gun vomit. 
ting blood-red flaine. nx 

twas gallant manceuvre which 
might have found success in the ve 
swiftness with which it was executed. 
But Guy Tempest, 


a 


spin, he collapsed, a timp and huddled 
‘over his controls. 


erashed heavil 

Swinging himself stiffly to the ground, 
the boy walked quickly towards where 
the Fokker had ¢rashed. The pilot of 
the ill-fated machine had been thrown 
clear, and was lying @ limp and huddled 
heap’ some little distance from the 
wreckage. 

Ho was quite dead, and for a moment 
Guy’ stood: looking down at the white. 
upturned face. ‘Then, stooping, he took 
the’ man's papers, from, the pocket of 
his field-grey tunic. and, straightening 
up, glanced rapidly through then, 

‘They gave tho dead pilot's identity a: 
the ‘Leutnant Gerhard Zwolfe, attached 
to No. 18 Squadron of the German Air 
Force. 

‘Once more the boy took careful stock 
of the surrounding country, then ropidly 
he set to, work. 

‘Yen minutes later he stood clad in 
the closo-Btting, high-necked uniforin of 
the Leutnant Zwolfe. 

Retracing his steps to hia machine, he 
took the Very pistol from its rack and 
deliberately fred it into the cockpit, 
‘Tho thick magnesium cartridge burst 
into, flame. 

‘Within. © few moments the little 

Sopwytho scout was burning 
furiously, blood-red flames surmounted 
by a beevy, drifting pall of denso, black 
smoke, leaping high into the air. 

{A cute move on Guy's part, what say 
you, chums? But this brave Britisher's 
ot’ out of the wood yet. Te sure to 


vead the thrilling follow-up of this 
powerful Wai 


story hich will appear 
‘Maaxer,) 


veteran of «hun: [ 
roa) Sha, was not 
fo easily taken un: 
wares. 
What advantage 
of * height 
was lay. to «him, 
ane as the nose of 
machine dropped 
slightly to meet the 
attack, bis gun 
roared into life. 
‘There was a mirth- 
less smile on the 
livia Ties ofthe 
faced boy, for 
Re “icnew that his 
every. bullet was 
ntging, into the 
tof the on- 
coming Fokker. 
He had got _ his 
man—he knew it! 
So did the pilot of 
the Fokker, for his 
face was grey wit 
feor ‘of the death 
which was 20 near. 
Frenziediyhe kicked 
‘on rudder, 


in 
fits Tmachiae round 
in a sharp wing 


turn. And, as he| of" all’ the femoun super 
did so, the bullets | Yatue zowman productions 
from. the synchro- | —dounle-power stationary 


nised gun of the 
scarlet scout raked 
him from engine 
cowling to tail 
lanes. He half 
feapt to his feet, 
gloved hands clutch- 
ing at his throat. 

‘Then, as the 
machine _ droppe 
away into the death 


Should be without, 


‘NOW! 


iment everything about 


0p. Tealeo gives full details 


‘Sugines, speedbeats, stam 
leces, the special trick and 
rolling stock, ete, ete. 10 

‘book no imodel eogineer 


SEND 34. IN STAMPS 
Por your copy 


Of all Halfords and Hobbies branches and good shops everywhere, 
BOWMAN MODELS (Dept. 503), DEREHAM, NORFOLK 


fretal bane (Model M35) alvo'supolied 
SS tee ake ap 
for Meccano Bos me 


BRITISH AND GUARANTEED. 
MODEL M135. —2-speed gear to take 
Meccano pulleys and sprocket. chains. 
Autoinatic drip feed lubricator. Fully 
guararteed. ii 
PRICE, E135 or M135, 
‘Bostage 1)--) 
Other Models trom 7/6 to 97/6. 


BOWMAN 


STEAM MODELS 


2B THE MAGNET 
THE HAND OF THE MANDARIN ! 


(Continued from page 24.) 


Whiz! 


“You might sink tho sampan—" 
«Beast 


blinked about for a stone, found afarge 
round one, and took aim at a cluster. 


Bunter was no bowler. 
missed tho bananas by a 


EVERY SATURDAY, 


Melp! Tsay, you fol- 


“You fat chump!” 
Harry Wharton hastily drew a silver 


‘The stone 
dollar from his pocket, and hold it up. 


‘couple of 


r 

A ‘ards. But every bullet ‘has a billet! Peaco was restored immediately. Tho 
‘Tho jrniors and Ferrers Locke em- The stono dropped inside the low wall, bamboo was lowered; tho Chinaman 
‘hatked on the sampan, and tho English- and o loud and infuriated yell followed. smiled; | tho silver, dollar "changed 
speaking Malay poled ashore, Lecke Apparchtly it had dropped on thc hands; and the market-gardener went 
Tuk them, with feavo te alk about owner of the banatas. back to his garden. 


the town for a couple of hours | The 
sights and sounds of Penang wero intor- 
sgting enough to tho Greyfriars fellow 
the tropical vegetation,” the gorgeous 
Dowors, tho crowds of Chinese, ‘Tamils, Hat. 
Malays, and Arabs Bunter. 
What intorcted Donter most was the 
sight of fruits growing in abundance— x eam 
equonuts, “oranges, “bananas, ‘all “sorte Tf, Buators. 
‘of luscious things that mado his JTC 
‘eapacious mouth water. ots gardenne, 
“I say, you fellows, hold on!” 
called out’ Bunter, a3 tho party strolled 
along & shady road-outsile the town. He I 
“Tsay, look at thoso bananas !” 


“Oh erikey 


gasped Bunter. 
A faco appeared over tho wall—a 
yellow faco under an immense Chineso 
‘Two slanting eyes glared at 

A volley of Chinese was hurled 
the Owl of the Remove. 
amnan leaped over the low wall and 


weeding then the stone had dropped in 
tho smell of his back; and ‘pe 

was natural that he should be ann . 
ta big, thiek bamboo in his 
hand, and Bunter did not need telling 


Bunter leaned on the wall and panted. 
“Oh dear!” Olvcrombs! Oh, crikey t 

jou fellows, do you think he 
ines pirate? Or a tong? 


silly ass, ho's a gardener; and 
if you try to pinch any-moro bananas 
From 

“On 
hi 


‘Then tho 


Hero he comes again! Keen 
off!” yelled Bunter.:, 

‘The Chinaman was coming back. Hi 
had largo cluster of bananas. in, 
hand. With a bow and a smile he 
sented it to tho juniors. ‘Then, with 
tnottior box, he departed, this tine for 


Chinese 
id he had been 


haps it 


Great bunches of bananas were over- what he intended to do with the roll; my. 1” pai Hi stent 
hanging « low wall,” Bunter gazed up ab 100. es : nt Mn ne y sh wl dW) “ign a arin 
at them. “1 sy; fellows—" yelled he Chinaman, 

“What's the geod of looking at then, Bunte. uneh of tn 1s an: 


fathead 7” asked Bob, “We can’t touch 


Ip 
He dashed after the j 


This is Chineto politeness, T st 


iors at top Es F J 
tiga a eran, sie be Hort’ you fat viltin; tuek'in and Pah 

“Rot!” answerel Bunter. “Which lor him rushed the enraged “Pai pantor qucked in and shut up— 
of you follows is going to climb up and gardener. soTamgas the ucked inand/ dint cup 
bag, tome of thoso bananas for, mez” °*Maop! Wheoop! Meip! Murder! 

athe whichfulnoss js. tercific ?” ire! toazed Bunter. 

“Como on, ass!” said Bob, “You Harry Wharton & Co. looked hack. ibentng, Aropped, behind tha Silver 
mustn't poach bananas! You can buy Dh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry. Setuit for Singeporo, Tho Greyiner 
Gil you want in tho, tow “That's ididt’s in Uouble age. Paty Strait for Singsporo. ‘The Greyfriars 


on, Bunter !” 
Yaroooooh !” 


answered Bunter, 


party wero wondering whether, after 
all Shey, ware done with tho Mandarin 


you climb wp wee ’ and. wero. to. bo eft in 
wfathced toms, don't go Bane gut or ut the, Chinaman ie Se eee 
“Tay, you follows, don't go on!" gained. ‘Pho bambgo cane down ners china, Bu if H 
roared Bantor, a tho juniors eauntered tvhter’s back with a. terrige swipe, jancaporo, that the mandarin had not 
gmvara, Wait for ne! Te sell that Toltowed ‘could alnmon, {Rotten them 
havo somo of thoso b: hayo been heard at Singapore. ahd ju 
Ase! Como on ! AWhooooeop| ‘See te! ety! Tonk out for the wet theting 
unter “reached "the. juniors hi novel nevnscnie. 4 
dodged bond ‘Uhem. THs Chinaman TENRON OF THE TONG! Mt 


for the bananas did 
ut ho evolved tho b 
ing down a cluster 


bamboo, 


came panting up; 


Keep nim off 1! 


Diandishing the és the best treat yowree.crer had, chums, 
40 make sure of your’ copy by oidering 


it WELL IN ADVANCE’) 


yelled Bunter. 


BEST CYCLE 


BROOKS SADDLE, 
DUNLOP. CORD T¥RE: 
RENOLD CHAIN, 

14 DAYS’ PRD TRIAL. 


aE 


Simp and 
Bate. s 


“AERO” FREE! iy ..ct Briel EE 


alate 
poitage for Approvals.-LISBURN & TOWNSEND, LIVERPOOR: 


HAVE YOU A RED NOSE? 


Send a stamp to pay postage, and you will fearn lux: to rid yourself 
‘of sueh “a terrible, lalliction free of charge. Enel 
arena onkdence 23. DEMBEE, Speciaiias, Pals 
325,"Snadcouury Avenue, LowDOM, Wa. "(Ee 


HEIGHT INCREASED - 


IX THIRTY DAYS." Mo apparatus, np_medicing: ordinary 
AuLE relned.” Oomplete “Coarse 8/-0* wut parcours asd 


BILLIARDS “AT HOME. 4/@ por week, 


month 
acne 


AL OPPORTUNITY! 
NEW ZEALAND, and CANADA, . Hondrods 
14-19) WANTED. 

“w deseribes the 


cig 

loverseas. Atk for -Free Copy. OUTFITS provided. Parties of 

Bose, PERSONALLY CONDUCTED cversets. " COMMONSENSH 

iCARB. Ordinary and reduced. Bookings to. the British 

Dominions ; passages Booked to U.S.A. ‘and all parte of the 

[world by sil lines.” Write or call: THE SALVATION ARMY, 
3. Upper Thames Street, LONDON, B.C.4. 


BE TALL : 
£2,000 FOUR OF 259,,cMEAe PMoTO, ManERTAL, ax 


‘Duna Bone, LONDON, WW. 


photo or te, 

Sauiples Catniorne Free —HAOKESTS, July ond, MIVERPOOL, 
BHYNESS.—Fo: FREE palliculize siiapls bi 
SEs, Van, ME BESBES,, Haeouenempee 


BLUSHING, VS Bese TB a 
BE TALLER! FE acun ws. 


las. — P.M. ROSS, Height ‘SCARBOROUGH. 


dered BL gy PS ely 
GLinKTS CLANS to nko ie 
pied 


MELVIN A. STRONG,;REDNAL, ‘BIRMINGHAM. 
- Gare yourself as I gid. Par 


sToP STAMMERING Sgslen Eres ERAN ©. 


HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON BOW, LONDON, WET 


ae: een ee 
FREE FUN ! cee" Sore hemes 
uw 


© Thompson C3, Colwyn Bay, 8. Wales, 


PEED, ps2 Private Ohta 
SERISTMAS CARD AGENTS WANTED to sol Private, oh 

gang, Sadirest coma 
Gi bewron - & CO. 


300 STAMPS FOR G* (yrod1/2, jocuding Alpen, tap, 
Wales, Gold Coast, eto—W. A. WHITE. Enplse Land, LOE, Sorbonne, 


20-9-80 
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LAUGH AND GROW FAT. 


September 20th, 1930. 


IF WINTER COMES ?=——— @#, j “MUNCH ! MUNCH [———— 
| f tte HUNGRY AS A HUNTER 
c WHARTON 


“Ow! 


nd 
‘a 


pe 


SENTENCED TO THE “CAT” 
YAROOP!” 


PRISONER PLUNGES COURT INTO 
PANDEMONIUM 


Our Autumn Story: 


DEATH AND SLAUGHTER 


‘@ parusite on Grog! 
rant vagrant—and 


ig abo 
‘wore loaded with shells as big 
‘when Captain Blood shoutee 

ing rear rang out, and you couldn'y 
smnalie, 


Dr. Todd Gives Advice 


‘IN CART WITH WHEELS ON 
HANDS 


“ ANY COMPLAINTS 1" If s0, write to Doc'ct| 
P. TODD, who gives free medical advice to su. 
‘schoolboys. 


(Nore.—Dr. Todd will not hold himself 1 


for ony fatalities, calamities, or minor mishay 
may result from following Ms advice —ED.) 


PURPLE PIRATE PAYS|=: 


3) Simply lock yourself up in your study, my 


Sod mts defend the gloo wi sree Ata 


the fate they would have met at tho 
Blood. 


Brietling with weapons. 
ips with the enemy. 

‘ried, leoring horribly into the 
last’ we meot man to man | 
sppons and I will drenoh the deck with 


, you shall die the death of a dog!" 


ing too many jam tarts at one sittin 

{nthe chest sre a common syrmptons 
jeapest eure 1 know ie. prolonged 

fast—total abstinenco from food, for, say. « fortnight 

[Bat F fear chat W. G. B. will rogard the cure ax wore 

thao the disease { 

[Czeu, T. (Cpper Fourth) writes: “I have too many’ 


‘hapa on my hands ‘What ean Ido to net 
fd of them f” kes 


‘and bar the ‘out! 


(Gznaxp L. (Sixth Form) writes: “I woke up in the 
night end found myself Breaking out ‘n spots all 


from too gencrous 
ng of foolncss? ia Hatulenoc— 


F rbooka.” 


-|BE A BIG BULLY 


BY ONE 


‘| EAT FOOD BY 


THE TON 
BY ANOTHER 


Our Book Review: 
“ BULLYING FOR THE BEGINNER.” 


FOOTBALL IN 


FULL SWING 


Thud! Wallop! 


WINTER GAME AT 


GREYFRIARS 


‘Tho Greyfriars footer season opened 


‘anofiic 


“st Wook, whet 


winning goal, 
Bravo, Wingate! And bravo, 
Firat Eleven 


sone of izray ‘Si 
aot, Booked “tag Hook 
are ae 

fd ‘Jimmy’ Biiver expta 


‘early promise, and were 
beaten, 
Vrank 


T am asked by 


foot pleasant, they” m0 
“PPlackcliated™ ina future 
esata, 


tho 


Tho Remove Eleven mot very old 
rivale in the 


